













a Char. (ea Teotthe wortk of her refentment.- a 
the thean time, don't endeavour to be her friend, and 
{hel} never be your enemy. eS 
L2Grave. i-am unforwunatc-——"tis what my folly 

hay dtggv'd, ard I fubmir:to ir. 
"L. Mor. Sol heve’s the mufice 
\ L. Eafy. Come, Ladics, hall we fir? a 


Afier the Malic, 4 SONG. * = 
 Saina, with an angel's face, 
By loce'ordain'd far jay, i 


Scems of the Swens' eruel race, 
To charm aid then defiray. 


Withall the arts of look-and drefr, 
She fans the fatal fire ; 

Through prides miftaken oft Yorgrace, 
She bids the-freain expire 


The god of love, enrag'd to [ee “ 
The nymph defy his flame, 

Primmane’d bis mercilefi decree 

. aigainfl the haughty dame ; j 


“ LePage with double Speed c'ertake ber, 
* Let love the room of pride fupplyy : 
Aid cohen the levers.all farfake ber, sab ae 
Sp Alpotleferingin Tet ber die” = MN 
yi ~ + avy 
S” Sir Chatles comes forward with Lady Eay: 
‘\WSir Char. Now, hy dear, I find my happinefs grow + 
upon'me. Invall my pall experience of the fex, I 
better fort fo much of folly, prid 
plute defire, thar I concli 
wk, and therefore {earce. 
thaw baft flir’d me with fo feve 
d virti’, it gives me wonder 
‘3 wokindly thou 











thould upon odin! « 
spher loranipeple 


Thy wrongs, when greateft, oft thy virtue prov't ; 
dnd from rihafvivoer found, I blufh'd and truly bro'd. 


ag 


© ‘This comedy cnntvins, perhaps, the molt cleganscdis gy 
and the mot prea Knowledge of the manners of perf 
bigh life exsant in ony dramatie piece thit has yet appeared im = 
language whatever, Nor wes ever  Dpetiedl fice more (Iridtly obs 











Feil guidssbee dy msintcin the reputation tis in “has fo jullly 
sequired, as long as theatrical reprefentations fhall cxift, 


sa 
























CONQUEST and freedom are at length our 
Falfeifears of flavery now no more are fhewn ; 
Nor read of paying tribute foreign throne, f 
All. ffations now the fruits of conqueft /bare, 

Except (if fmall with great things may compare) 

Ti opprefi'd condition of the lab’ring player” 

We're fiiit in feart (as you of late from France) 

Of the defpatic power of fong and danc 

For while falfeription, like.a tyrant, reigns, 2 


Nature's negleGed, and the Stage in chains, 
And Ba ylith adPors faves ta fwelgthe Frenchman's gaints 
Like Efop's crow, the poor out-witted lage, 
That liv'd on wholefome plays i th’ latter age, 
Deluded once to fing, ev n jufily ferv'd. 

Let fall ber cheefe 10th fox's mouth, and flarv’d 
O that your judgment (as your courage bar 

Tour fame extended ) wou'd affert our caufe ; 
That nothing Englith might fubmit to foreign laws, 


If wwe but live to fee that jorfuS day, g 






Then of the Englith fage peviv'd we may, 

As of your honour now, swith proper application, fay. 
So when the Gallic fox, by fraud of peace, 

Had lull’ the Britith lion into eafe, 

Bud faw that flecp compos'd bis couchant head, 

He bids bim wake, and fee himfelf betray'd 

Tr toils of treach’rous politics around bim laid : 

Shews him honw one clofe bour of Gallic thought 

\ Retook th-fe towns far which he years had fought. 

» At this the indignant favage rowls his fiery eyesy 

NE, Daunttefc, tho" blufhing at the bafe furpri 

etd Relies while——but finds delays are vai 
ompell'd to fight, he fhakes hi: v main 

“He grinds is dreadful fangs, and fialks to Blenheim 


plain. ‘ 
Ah ereft, and borrid rear, 
Brough fireams of gore, 
dyes ian blood the purple Danube’s 


the d fin'd flaves, 


Poore 
In one pitch'd bat ol 





Revives old Engl bonofr, and an empire faves. 
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‘ em 
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ite eh Pane Hatt Bryn. 








| yess Pore wrthe Character of BIDBY TIPKIN, 
Silbe drauri thus Hen a fleaser Ti % 
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Bfswocemene’ O.U will be furpriz’d, in the ‘midft 
y | of avdaily and familiar Converfas 
tion, with an Addrefs which bears. , 






i 'eé fo diftant an Air as a publick De- 
Xjjon: But to -put You out of the Pain 
hich I know this will give You, I affuré 
Yixas I do not defign in it, what would be | 
wery needlefs, a Panegyrick on Your Self, or 
Awhat, perhaps, is very neceffary, a Defence of 
A3 the 5 


oy : 


sy 


EG. 
Bae 


ii ” 






vi DEDIC abies 


the Play. In the cne I fhould difcover too , 
much the Concern of- an Author, in the fede 


too little the Freedom of a Friend. . jx 
~~ 


{es 
ios 

My Purpofe, in this Application, is only 
to fhow the Efteem I have for You, and 
that I look upon my Intimacy with You, as 
one of the-moft valuable Enjoyments of my 
Life. At the fame Time I hope I make the 
Town, no ill Compliment for their kind Ac- 
ceptance of this Comedy, in acknowledging that _ 
it has fo far rais\d my Opinion of it, as to 
make me think it no improper Memeiial of an 
inviolable Friendthipy 

Na 

T fhould not offer it to You as fucn, had I 
not been very careful to avoid every: thing that 
might Jook Ill-natur’d, Immoral, or Prejudicial 
to ‘what the Better Part of Mankind hold Sa- 
ered and Honourable, . 


Poetry, under fuch Reftraints, is an opine 
ing Service to Human Society; efpecially when. 
it is us’d, like Your Admirable Vein, to recom- 
mend more ufeful Qualities in Your Self, or im- 


mortglize Charaéters truly Heroick in others.) 
tats 





am, haies in Danger o! pen sia my ys 
SE to You, therefore thall take the only’ 
Nae OPPO! unity” that can offer itfelf of refifting my 
own Unckmations, by complying with Yours. 
| +“. 


~ SIR, 
ee mop Faithfub 
Humble Servant, 


Ricuarp STEELE, 


me F 


A4 PRO 


me ah 










PROLOGUE® 


Written by Mr. Aopen” 46 





Spoken by Mr, Witks, 


[RB Fh Rife and Infancy of Forces 

When Fools were many, and whin Plays were feare 
The raw, unpraciy’d Authors could, with Eafe, 
df yoxng and amesperient’d Audience pleafe: 
No fingle Charadler bad eer Been faorom, 2 
But the whole Hug f Fops ewas all their own y. 
ch in Originals aa) hey fit te View, 
In ev'ry Pisce, a Concert thas ie 

" 


But now cur Britith Theatre avn 

Doalls of all Kinds, a vaft unthinking HoT 

Fruitful of Felly and of Vice, it foows 

Cuckelds, and Cits, and Barwary and Pimpr, ond Beaux 5 

Reugh Country Knights are found of every Slire, 

Of ev'ry Fapriin gentle Fops appear ; 

And Punks of diffirent Charaders we mect, . 

As frequent on the Stage as in the Pit : 

Our medern Wits are fere'd to pick and cull, : 

And bere and there, by Chance, glean up a Feol s : 

Long eFe they find the necefary Spark, 

They fearch the Town, and beat about she Park : 

| Foal bis moff frequented Haunts reforty 

Oft dog bim to the Ring, and oft to Courts 

Above of Pleafure, or of Place invites : 35 

1°) And famerimes cated bim taking tof at White's. mn 
“Hewr aR 


















” 





Frvey this crowded Heufe so Night: = © 
od Here's fill Encouragement for thofe that write 


Our Author, to divert bis Friends to Day, 4 
Stocks with Variety of Fools bis Play ; 
And, that there may be Jemething gay, and new, 
Two Ladies Errant has expoi'd to View s 
Ny The fir a Damyil, trarve'd in Romance; 
he Pother more refin'd ; foe comes from France : 
fue, like courteous Knights, the Nymph from Danger 
kindly treat, like well-bred Men, the Strangers 





As A SONG 





Ges es 





Bare 
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* United Fury thus was bent 


Oo NG 





Defign'd for the Fourth AG; — 


but not Set. 4 


rE 
EE Britons, fee with awful Eyer, 
2 Britannia from her Seas arife! 
Ten Theufand Billows round me roar, 
While Winds and Waves engage, 
That break in'Frotb' upon my Shore, 
And impotently rage. 4 
Such were the Terrors, which of lave 
Surrounded my nfiiaed State 5 
On my devoted Seats, ~ Sy 
Till all he m very Force was fpent™ 
In feeble Sewells, .and empty Threates 


tm. 
But now with rifing crown'd, 
My Jot Cj) ts Pas shed Bound 5 
ides of unruly Pheafure 
Through evry frvells Ras 
New Raptures in 
ae, awarm'me up phe a i again. 
+ Paffing Pomps my Streets adorn; 
Captive Spoils in Triumph bern, 
Standards of Gauls; in Fight Sabie’ dy 
Colours in boftile Blood embru'd, 
Exfigus of Tyrannic Mi ight, 
Foes to Equity and. ‘igh, 





ly» 


=~ 


wet 


sm tere xuith So much Beauty crowk'd, 
ef Or Sens far Valeur fo renown'd ! 
Il. 
But ob Lgave, and foek in vain 
To find amidft this warlike Train 
My abjent Sons, that us'd to grace 
With decent Pride this joyous Place: 
Unhappy Youths ! hove do my Sorronws rifty 
Srwell my Breaft and melt my Eyes, 
While I your mighty Lof: deplore? 
‘ Wild, and raging with Diftre/s 
I mourn, T mourn my own Succt/i, 
id boat my Vittories no mores 
! far from their native Skyy 
tart rons "d they lies 
iqve me back my Slain, 
sgiier'd Sons again. 
rang’d fo far, 
Tolfree thee from opprefive War ! 















. Germania, &c. 
ye ec Iv, 
Tears ie Sorrow awhile I fred 
O'r the Manes of my Dead, 


Lafting Altars let mg raife 
To my living Heroes Praift; 
Heaven give them a longer Stay,. 
Ai glorious ABions to difplay, 
Or perifh on as great @ Days 
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: Dial fh 4% 
Dramatis ‘Pls L 





E ME) Ns 
% Sir Harry Gubtin, Mr. Bullock. 
_ Humphry Gubbin, Mr. Penkethma.. . 
Mr. Tipking Mr. Norris, =~ 
©, Glerimort, Son, Mr. Milly 
- Capt. Clerimont, : Mr. Wile 
Ma Mr. Pounce, x 4 Eficourt. 
, 
ig wy \ J 
i . Wome. 
© Mrs Clerimont, Mrd. Cro. ; 
- . Aunt, Mrs. Powel. © ~ 
\ at Niece, Mrs, Oldfield, 
Fainlove, Mrs, Kent. ‘ 
Jenny, Maid to Mrs. Clerimont, — Mrs, Sapsford, 
4 








" THE 


TENDER HUSBAND; | 


OR, THE m 


 selaiig bd Foo.is. 





— A | 
aS ACT I. SCENE L | 
ey: ; Enter Clerimont, Sex. and Fainlove. 4] 


i 
Cueritmont, Sen, . j 
woo ELL, Mr. Fainlove, how do you goon in 

x +z your Amour with my Wife ? i 

§ W &§ | Fain. Lam very civil and-very diftants 

es & if the fmiles or fpeaks, I bow and gaze 

HGH at her —Then throw down my Eyes, 
as if opprefs’d by fear of Offence, then 

= a Look again till the again fees me ——Thisis / 


encral Me 
yc Jer. Sem. Avd"¥ right—*For fach a fine Lady lise 
no Guard to ker Virtue, Put her Pride; therefore you~ 
\ mat 


\ ik 



















, and ran into Frauce to fee Sights, atid thow ~* 
zaer getty with a Wife? Was not that bena- 
tural 2 

Cler. Sen. She brought me a noble Fortune, and I 
thought ‘fhe had a right to share it: Therefore carried 
her to fee the World, forfooth, snd make the Tour 
of Franceand Italy, where the learn'd to lofe her Ma- 
mey gracefully, to admire every Vanity in our Sex, and . 
contemn every Virtue in her own, which, with cen 
thoufand other Perfeétions, are the ordinary Improve-/ 
ments of a travel’d Lady. Now I can neither mortife 
her Vanity that I may live at Eafe with her, or oat” 
difeard her, till Ihave catch’d her a little Ba her 

y 





innocent Freedoms, as the calls em: For sy End [ am 
content to be a French Hufband, tho” ind then 
with the fecret Pangs of an Jralian one; )and therefore, 
Sir, or Madam, you are thus equipp’d td attend and ac- 
coft her Ladythi you to be_diligent: If 
we wholly part—I need fay no more: If we do not 
— I'll fee thee well:provided for. ‘ 

Fain. Vil do all I can, I warrant you, but yoy are 
not to expeét I’ll go much among the Men. 

Clon, ben, No,'n0, you muft not go near Men, you 
© are only (when my Wife goes to a Play) to fit in a Side 
Box with pretty Fellows —I don’s defign you to. per- 
fonate a real Man, you are only to be a pretty 
Gentleman ——Not to be of any. Ufe or Confe~ 
uence in the World, as to yourfelf, but merely as a 
‘roperty to others 5 fach as you fee now and then have 
a Life in the Intail of a great Eftate, that feem to have 
ome into the World only to be Tags in the Pedigree 
of a wealthy Houfe — You mufthave fcen many of 
that Species. 















Bain 


é é 


? 


fland in Affemblies, 


‘mpt of-all around 

fi lick, and are fcorn’d in: 

Trivate 5, Ih; wth fuch a one with a Pocket Glafs to 
his owp/Face, and an affected Perfpedtive to know © 


[mitates each. 
OSE Sm Aye, aye, that’s my Man —~ Thou dear 
Mogue. 
‘ain. Let me alone-— Pl lay my Life Wl 
orm: you,, that is, D'll make it appear I might if. L 
ould. 
Gler. Sens Aye, that will pleafe me quite as well. 7 
Kain, ‘To thew you the Progrefs I have made, I laft 
‘\. Fight won of her Five Hundred Pounds, which I have 
sought you fafe. [Giving him Bills 
Clr. Sen. Oh the damn'd Vice! That Women can 
ine all Houthold Care, Regard to Pofterity, 
of Poverty, muft. be facrificed to a Game at 
‘ards uppofe fhe had not had it-to pay, and you 
* been capable of finding, your Account another. 
‘ay — * 
Pain ‘Thar’s but a Suppofe—— 
Cler, Seg b fay, uit have comply'd with every: 
hing you aik’d —— 
- Fain, Bat the knows you never limit-her Expences—- 
Se CM gain him from her for ever if I can ——- 











Afide.. 

_ _ Gler, Sen. With this zee have repaid at tik 
Thoufand Pounds, and if you did not refund thus ho- * 

aeftly, I could not have fapply’d her——We mutt have | 

£ : | 


rted. 

wae Then you fall. part—if. other way fails. 

{Afide.] However, I can’t blame your Fondnefs 

of her, the has fo many entertaining Qualities with 

her Vanity— Then the tes iiichs pretty unthinking 

& Ais, while the faunters round a Room, and prattles 
we Sentences — 

Gler. Sen. That. was her.Turn from. her. Infancy 5- 

“\p-Me always had a great Genius for knowing every: 

thingy, 


a 





eople of Vogu 


er fine Follies-improv'd fo daily, Nbat thote” 
‘then “proud of her being call’d Mr, ¥ 
Wife, I am now 2s much crerCabkene otee, 
'd Mrs. Clerimont’s Hufband, fo much is the 
‘Sy; =a ay Side, 
‘ain. Tam fure if ever T gave myfelf a little Libe: 
Lnever found you fo indulgeve : id 
Cler. Sen, 1 thould have the whole Sex on my 
‘Back, thould I pretend to retrench a Ledy fo well vi- 
fited as mine is— Therefore I ‘mutt ‘bring it about 4 
‘that it fhall appear her own AQ, if the teforms 5 or elfe 
Thhall be pronounc’d jealous, and*have my Byes pull’ 1 
sout for being open —— But I hear my Brothersgfmn« 
“coming, who, I hope, has brought’ vet 1: emer 
{ ‘Hift, not a Word. 


Enter Captain Clerimont and. Pounce: 


© Cher. Whave found him bir at laty.Regther, and 

4 brought you the obfequious Mr. Pownce; Idtaw him, at 
ca Diftance in a Crowd, ‘whilpering in thei Turns with 
all “about him — He is ‘a Gentleman fo eoeiv'd, fo 
courted, and fo trafted — 

Poubce. Yam very glad if you faw any thing like that, 

" Gf the Approbation of others can recommend me (where 
I much more defire it) to this Company — 

Cle, Oh, the civil Perfon —But, dear Pounce, 
~you know I am your profefs’d Admirer; I al- 
‘ways celebrated you for your excellent Skill and Ad- 
drefs, for that happy-Knowledge of the World, which 
makes you feem born for living with the Perfons you 
‘are with, wherever you come———— Now my Brother, . 

p and J want your Help in a Bufinels that- requires a 
f ‘Bittle more Dexterity than we ourfelves are Matters 
‘of, ree 
Pounce, 


i ing Thus the Cafe when the went to France, 
: - 
aay 













se es 


+ Mi “ ¢ 





‘an unnateral long-liv’ 
of Plesfure of the Vex: 
iwieldy Eftates,. to fupport.a feeble Title to an Inhe 
lance, to ——, tphag th: i it 
‘Cler, Sem, “Ihave been well acquain:ed wi 
oprits ever fiace I faw you,, with, fo 
‘Dy Paliem eae Wheel 
that wanted. Sign, —— eA 
> n-vensure bis Ears with fo ae eee 
aa) : 
Sir, {pare bay auras and let me 
his Panegyvic tends. b af > 
Why, Se hse T world fay 4 mata 
eC: e oohere, whofe Misfortune it 
before him... °. eri: 
am confident rather you thould jigre: 
any other $n in England. ath y 
i 6.me Jullice, Mr. Pousre Bat, though 
‘ig.to that; Gentleman, [am fill a younger Be 
tid. you know, we that are fo, are generally condems’ 
Pr - sShops, Colleges, or Inns of Court. 5 
Pexnce, Bat you, Sir» have. elcap’d ‘em ; yoy ive, - 
‘nen [trading in, the goble Mart of Glory, man - 
Clr. ‘That's true — But the General m a Techs 
‘Taltesto finith the Wary that we Red Coats may bé foon 
at of Fathion —and then I ama Pe of the Bots 
* calys indotenr tion in the World; I hate a 
Manner of Bufnefs, ; , 
Pounct. A compos'd Temper, 1 . 
Clr, Ta fach a Cafe, 1 hould 2 Way of Li 
Uhsod, ling over this Gentleman's Dogs in the 
Jou ising: his flale Beer to tke Neighbourhoods: 
Fortnne, 















— Aad 


Chee 


cer cn i 


3 
ipotentiary 

tions of Cheapfide, Covent wnd-Se. Joiners) 

you have, too, the Mien and Language of each Place 2° 

naturally, that you are the pro) fe Inftrament-L know? 

in the World, to help an honeit young Fellow to Favour ~ 

in one of ’em, by Credit in the other. 

Pounce. By what I underftand of your many Prefaces, 
Gen » the Purpofe of all this is——— That it 
would not, in the leaft, difcompofe this Gentleman's 
ealy, indolent Difpofition, to fall into Twenty Thoufand- 
Pounds, tho’ it came'upon him never fo faddenly. 4 

Cler. You are a very difcerning Man ——— How could , 
you fee fo far through me, as to know J love a fine Wo-, 
man, pretty Equipage, good Company, and a clean 
Habitation ? es 
“Pounce. Well, though I am fo much a Copjcror — 
‘What then ? Si 
Cler. Sen. You know a certain Perfoy., into whofe 
Hands you now and then recommend a young Heir, to: 
is Nill from the Vexation of Tenants, ‘Taxes, and 

th—— y 

Pounce: What! my worthy Friend, and Gity-Patron, 
Hezekiah Tipkin, Banker, in Lombard-/treet 3; would the 
Noble Captain lay any Sums in his Hands ? 

Cler.. No— But the noble Captain would have 'Frea- 
fare out of his Hands — You know his Niece. 

Pounce. To my Knowledge, Ten Thoufand Pounds in 
Money. 

er, Such a Stature ! fach a blooming Countenancet 
fo eafy a Shape! - 
eae . In Jewels of her Grandmother's Five Thou- 

Cler. Her Wit (0 lively, her Mien fo alluring ! 

Pounce. In Land a Thovfand a Year. 

Cler. Her Lips bave that certain Prom that 
{welliny Softnefs, that invite to a Pe her 
Eyes ‘that languith, that give Pain, 

















=F ees 


i. 














\" cco Het — Her wl Pn ht oo : 


h Cares it knows not, through fach a W: 
f Hore, Fears, Joys, Sorrows, Defires, Defp: 
ftacies, and Torments, with fo fweet, yet fo anxious Vi- 
cifftude | —— 
nee. Why I thou 
No more I ha’ 
Pounce. Who told you, then, ‘of her frelon Sie 
her foft fleepy Eyes ? ——— 
Cler, You yourfelf — 
Pha Sure you rave > tharos Koken 


‘Cher. Whe ou won't face me down — Did Mes 
had Ten Thoufand Pounds in Money, , 
” 


| rem cz Rapeases Utepeara ! v4 
ot 
her ee can it, fo fnfentibly to ie, ead pate 





} ome you had never feen her — 
| nit, 


ve in Pies and a ‘Thoufand a Year? 

. Pounce. i ae my own Stopidity, and her Charms 
— Why, were to meej, you would certainly 
pleafe Ret te ee = Tat Srened the eet npde but, pray, 
may we be Gentleman — 

Cler, A -very eft Gentleman of my Ace 


quaintance ; roe ie its much more in him than he 
* appears to have 5 you fhall know him better, Sir; this 
is Mr. Pounce, Mr. Pounce, this is Mr. Fainlove; DB 
a ee you to let him. be known to you, ae; your 
riends, 
Y\\" "Pounce. T thall be proud — Well, then, fince we may 
be free, you muft underftand, the young Lady, by being. 
U Mipt from the World, has made a World of her own — 
fpent all her Solitude in reading Romances ¢ 
ad is fall of Shepherds, Knights, flowery Meads, 
ed nd Streams ; fo that if you talk like aMan 
of this World to her, you do nothing. 

*  Cler. Oh, let me alone —I have Tea a great Travel 
Aer in Fairy Land myfelf; I know Oroondates, Caffandray, 

Grea ax lia até my intimate Acquaintance. 


“ Cay 











4 


ler. Sem. welt, a eat Tan fo 
a'Thoufind Pounds ‘on the 


to'her, tere 


oun eit we ie front . ‘i 
'y Captain, ae beat 
wn implicit Obedience ie your Leaders. Lente z 


NW Ckr Tis all T know. 
r Pounce. "Flien, if am to comm: ne ane oc 


epee yao oe finee we may be free 1 am! 
tae Beer’ wn'bax Chae ren : 
tter to a —Yet ri 


Ti ‘ime, for thé Nymph’s Uncle, and 
oH Morning met, and made an End 





- 


- Booby is asaverfe, as hi 


dextroufly. eg uf ‘4h 
Pounce. Why, really, Sir, eral i 

but tnoniog what k Nia isle hee an 

him that, to make him what elfe you pleafe—— 


Tipkin is an abfolute Lombard-frrect Wit, a 
that drolls on the Strength of Fifty Thoufand Pounds 


t 
He is call’d on Change, Sjy-Boets, and by the Force of 
good Credit, and vay bad Confcience, he isa 

: But we muft be quick, or he'll 
out of his Senfes, and ftrike up the Sale of 
liece insmediately. + 

Cler. But my Rival, what’s pe— . 

Pownce. There's fome ies iets, for I hear the 
Fi is inclin'd to it —One 

1 RE He ee aes Hisibad oh 

Cher. Sen. He is, fay, a pert 

tively, ons of his Fathers Sighe rey 
Pounce. He that gave me his Charaéter, call’d him a 
docile Dunce, a Fellow rather abfurd, than a direét 
. Fool—When his Father’s abfent, he'll purfue any thing 
he’s put upon —But we muft not lofe Time—. be 

you two Brothers at Home to wait for any Notice 
me—While that pretty Gentleman and I, whofe Face 
Thave known, take a walk and look about for’em—— 

So, fo—YoungLady—— — [Afde to Fainloye.)_ 

[Bxeuat 





Enter Sir Harry Gubbin and ‘Tipkin. “I 
-, Look ye, Brother Tipiiz, as I 

me ay iat toe is to difpele of Bp ner 

“aka a tle, and my Son. c % 










| 
lah 
my 










Pe seks 
Prpicictesal Poand don Stee eae eee et haeitned 


you @ plain-dealing Man i in the ba 
eon a into.my Hands Jaft Summer) I waa willin) 
“you 


ould have the Refufal of my Niece, provided 
ig T have a Difcharge from all  Retrofy while 
Guardian, and One Thoufand Pounds for my 


Sir Har. Aye, butyBrother, you rate her too high, the 

War has fetch’d down the Price of Women: The whole 

is over-run with Petticoats ; our Daughters lie 

upon ourHands, Brother Tipdin 5 Girls are Drugs, Sir, 
mere Drugs. 

Tip. Look ye, Sir Harry — LetyGirls be what the; 
‘will —a Thoufand Pounds a Year, isa Thoufand P. al 
a Year; and a Thoufand Pounds a Year is ngisher Girl 
nor Boy. ‘ 

Sir Har. Look ye, Mr. Tipkin, the main Article with 
‘me is, that Foundatioh of Wives Rebellion, and Huf- 
bands Cuckoldom, that curfed Pin-Money — Five Hun- 
dred Pounds per Annum Pin-Money. 

Tip. The Word Pin-Money, Sir Harry, is a Term— 

Sir Har. It isa ‘Term, Brother, we never had in our 
Family, nor ever will —Make her Jointure in Widow- 
hood accordingly large, but Four Hundred Pounds a 
Year is enongh to give no Account of. 

Tip. Well, Gir Harry, fince you can’t fwallow thefe 
Pins, I will abate to Four Hundred Pounds. 

Sir Har. And to mollify the Article —as well as 
fpecify theUfes, we'll put in the Names of feveral Fe- 
male Utenfils, as Needles, Knitting-Needles, Tape, 
"Thread, Sciffors, Bodkins, Fans, Play-Books, with other 
‘Toys of that Nature. And now,» fince we have as 
‘as concluded on the Marriage, it will not ‘be improper. 
-tiat the young Lig fee each other. 

Tip. I don’t thi 


it prudent ‘till the very InftantoF 
Marriage, lef they . nt lke one another, —- 
Sites 














; 
ildbeod fuch a Plant as this in my 

I have taken P; ‘es his oie ds chod ; for fince 
Tip. Sir Harry, I ap your Me 3 

you have leftiGh Houtop, yea might othecwttstesger a 

Exercife, and this is a fobtle dient to preferve your | 

own Health, and your Son’s good Manners. oe | 
Sir Har. 't has been the Cultom of = ae : 
referve Seterity and Difcipline zt iT 

Si pfele was canta the Day befdbe say Wedding. i 
Tip. Aye, Sir Harry, had you not been well cud- | 

gelled in your Youth, you had never been the Man you 


ar 

‘Srayr. You fay right, Sir, now I feel the Benefit 
of it —— There's a Crab-Tree near our Houfe, which 
flonrithes for the Good of my Pofterity, and has | 
brufh’d our Jackets, from Father to Son, for feveral { 
Te tae glad hear have all Thin; a 

. Tam to ave neceflary 

for the Family within aie — e 
, _ it-Elar,. Ob ryorider, Tee Newari Omluge 
T have drefs’d him in the very Suit I had on at my own 
Wedding ; ’tis a moft becoming Apparel. ——~ ‘ 


‘ Enter Humphry Gubbin. ] 
La Tip. Truly, the Youth makes a good Marriageable | 


Figure. a | 
Sir Har. Come forward, Numps, this is your Uncle ] 
Tipkin, your Mother’s Brother, Numps, that is fo kind | 
as to beftow his Niece upon you. (Don't be fo glum, ‘ 
Sirrah,) Don't bow toa with a Face as if you'd knock a | 
ee OW b wee toate ae ' 
Ty. Tam to fee you, in —Heis 
not talkative, A obferve Sitcain ae i f 
+. Sir Har. He is very threwd, Sir, when he pleafes ; » 
Do yim fee this Crab-ftick, you Dog: (Aparty Bec 
mpg 


fuf- 
here immediately ; he has been train’d uj er 





fince! you Alfure me he can 

re 1 nA ete at 

> when ion, and I can 
ongue when Ifee Occafion. ‘ 

fer. Well faid, Ni 1 — Sirraby These can'do * 


Prey walk’ er ‘Coufin fy 
ow * Sir Fier Aye, walk, to and fro bexween us, with 
ur Hat under your Arm. Clear wp your Countenance. 


‘ psa mk fee, Sir He 1s Joe han’t fet, him a Caper- 
under a French Dancing-Mafter: He does not 










I don’t know but 'tis, fo jrawalk, nega 


Har. ” Aye, tight, Numpi, aad a fo we ae 
. hal eae Sd wih a ster hone of 
Pon” eer back’ — hither, 
Mme Cayo fens ee 
i meat his iat 
have m S 
hand Sy Brother, two Eine 





“= 






oy fa 


ST 


Wilihcs [Aro bas 


A Ky hin shh Sue 
















” Hump. A Crab-tree Stick imhié Hand? 
Pounce. We ha’n’t met any with % 

_» but fure I have feen “not 
pa sg) pein altos aay 
Hump. cod tibet einen tywtenivere te 
“hall be fo 1 can't tell, for he talks every Day of difin- 















ee - 
Nay, dear Sir, don’t ftare and be furpriz’d, for I have 
‘a Délire to be better known to you ever fince I faw 
pce Day clinch your Fift at your Father, when his 
jack was turn’d upon you—For I molt own I very 
much admire a young Gentleman of Spirit. 

Hump. Why, Sir, would it-mot vex a Man to the 
Heart, to have an old Fool faubbing a Bodyévery Mi- 
nate afore Com; — 4 
» Pounce. Oh freshewtee youlike s Boyt 

Hump. Like a Boy! He lays me on, now and then, 
as if 1 were one of his Hounds — You can’t think 


‘Hump. Sir, L could as foo love my own, Fleth and 
Blood ; we should fquabble Tike Brother and Sifter ; do 
you think we thould not, Mr.———? Pray,Gentlemen, 
‘may | crave the Favour of your 2 

Pounce. Sit, 1 am the very Perfon that have been 
employed to draw up the Articles of Marriage between 
you and your Coufin. - 5 

cee Aye, fay you fo? you can inform me in 
fome things concerning myfeif ?—— Pray, Sir, what 
Eftate am I Heir to? 

Pounce. To Fifteen Hundred Pounds a Year, an in- 
tailed Eftate —- ; 

Hump. 1 am glad to heay it, with all =) Het and * 


& 





e < 
ae 
iow ten kof M 
senior Senetn 
itn Moxey ta hie 
Se we vido. Bataan + 
ie How wes gees why foal 
ale aed Humphry, 


I Hen Se Friend, “1 








oo «ste 


a ladlss caked hendlktaaaberane 














Al eer, 
eae ts 
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a 
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Clr. Had’ we not’ 


asf SE I 


* 
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_ Mant. Is not Me. Pane’s Conseraion very impor 
» Niece 
» Is not Mr, Clerimont a Aunt? 
fete 
“Ait. So featentions ia his Exprefions, a 
te ite en 
Mew Guy ere: ‘o like’ Sermon. 
$ pels 
det Romance, Nice? Mi, Ponce! hat favors 
of Romance? — 
Mat Noy mean his Friend, the accompli Mt 


rans yes Sot Gaerok yous Tess 00 cousins TAB 

‘Niece. One of Years is Yd by Exe 

ample! ‘You did not difike phar eros by 
Aunt. What, cenforious too? Und there isnot 

ing you out of the Houfe—A Moment’s freth Air doee 

- araiake yon Sit becmere falas wilh Stange? 


your own Relations. 
fiece. seamen om te Powe an acta 


d fet eke 
St csi = it 


Niece. 


hid 


sa 





wre lee! AV dhe a 


ACT il SCENE ty 








eae 


g can be fo ridieu- 





wheal gree 











seat OE en wih yen Tm fare, 





One would not — you're fF gaya * 





eae 





UF GaN. 
4 
if 

——— 
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rae a Vlas ta 
wT sae in os 
er 1h ata Nine, toa aie i drt. 
ead ow 


ia Tes aoe sults 


Soa 


—— Mr. 
he fal 























7 ITN CRETE 
a 1 Re I ot aot : 


+ ey eens a 






baa path 

4CT ly. SCENE L 
‘Enre Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 
Cher. D> 3S fs expeét me, then, at this very In 


Pounce, I tell you, the ordered me to bring the Painte 
at this very Hoar precifely, to draw her Niece — fc 
to. make her PiGure ee! charming, the has no 
that down-caft pretty Shame, that warm Cheek, glow 
ing with the Fear and Hope of To-day’s Fate, with tt 
inviting, coy AffeCtation of a Bride, all in her Face : 
once. Now I know you are a Pretender that Way. 

Cler, Enough, I warrant, to perfonate the Charaa: 
‘on fuch an in{piring Occafion. 

Pounce. You mutt*have the Song I fpoke of pey. 
form'd at tg eh pas pay? “Pag mt 
ive a Signal —— Every ‘oO 
aoe encil, your Canvas Sheseh dee gaa Be fi: 
‘ou play your Part in Humour ; To be a Painter for 

EP oe to have the exceffive Fisioy OE Love 
the ready Invention of a Poet, and the eafy GeRture 


Player. / 
"Clr. Come, aoe no snore, Inksnaoana ary 
‘ion out-runs can oni 
GCMMNENS Ses 


480ONG. 
L 


HY, lovely Charmer, wll me 
a mig pray ys a 
Wray docs the cold forbidding Air 

sie Damps of Sorrow and Defpair P 








Hump. Your Setvant, Ladies — So, ae 
8 Savage —— 
ae tO fe a0 more'of that to. your Hufband 
oo. No matter, I Vike it ‘as we ) a8 Duck 0 
Roney 1 know my Coufin loves me a ‘ped a 


“1 Tit gether ; T mutt, 
we Sea e See canted 


Home. 
Hump. Well, Coufin, are you cote? ‘you 
‘hate me fill? 






aa jomp! I with 


, “Ne Srna ee s 


Original, that I 


Meee ee, 
: 4 














7 Sir, how is 


Cher. This young Gentleman, Ladies, is particular — 


Acquaintance of mine, and much bout my Age, and 
Stature 5 (look me full in the Face, Madam ;) he ac- 
cidentally met the young Lady, who had in her all the 
Peifeétions of her Sex; (hold up yout Head, Madam, 
oat ge jee :) the let him know that his Perfon and 
not altogether ‘difagreeable to her — 

Phe Ditkestey was, how to gain a fecond Interview, 
' Eyes full upon mine, Madam ;) for never was 
gs fach a in all the Valleys of Arcadia, as 
thar unfortunate ‘outh, during the A! fence of her he 


Aunt, A-lack-a-day — Gentleman! 
ait It muft be wes Hharntog he, 
is 


Eapelet he re Ladies, he pet ime ao 
himfelf juft as am now, and 
a Pires (your Byes full upon ‘mine, 


regMed aetibe 2g Th T warrant Him. 


etd sea 


yoo gad os a ity dial yey 
the 
\ eS eyaph young Lady was not difpleas’d 


Cler, But, Madam, what were the T'ranfports of the | 
feflion ? 


5 ET dire oy x gph het very hay, 
lare fa 
when the out of "ner Og "5 Hands 
Aum, "Tis very trae, — There are abi 
“orth head |-ftrong ee Baggages about Town. ca 


aDuy. 4 
his 3 Bia 


: is é 
peteenoe: 


ly i 
Ste ‘Tehial 





Fi Thea fear he 
— our ihe mine. {td} 
rations of Difguife, Serenade, a 
Cs 








, and ith. “grin Let "yea 
sate eS 
Ping epee oes 
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Enter Clerimont Sen. and, Fainlove. 


Cle, Sen. PH EN the u this Letter, and bid 
rs you read ifaep we of Verfes? 
Fain, This is the Place, the Hour, the lucky Minute 
Now am I rubbing up my Memory, to recollett 
all-you faid to me when you firk rujn'd me, that I may 
attack ber right. : _ 
Cler: Sen. Your Eloquence would be needlefs — ’tis: 
fo unmodith to need Perfuafion: Modefty makes » Lady 
embarrafs’d— But my Spoufe is above that, as for 
Example, [Reading ber Letter,) ‘* Fainlove, You don't. 
‘4 feem to want Wit — therefore’ I need fay no more, than 
go ‘that ke 16a Woman of the World is becoming in no 
“ Many on 3 An Hour bence come up the back 
“ Stairs to my Clo 
: Adieu, Men Mignon.” 
I-am glad you are pun@ual, MY conceal myfelf to 
oblerve your Intervigw——Oh,¥ Torture! but this. 
Wench mut not fee it— 
Pi ah fare you come time enough to fave my 
eputation, . 
‘ler. Sen. Remember your Orders, Diftance becomes. 
\) no Man but an Mufband. 3 
Fain, I am glad you are in fo good Humour on the 


\ fion; but you know me to be but a Bully in, 
“ove, that can bluster only ‘till the Minute of En- 
agement — But I'll my Part, and form 

ue, ‘ondu& by my own\Sentiments—If fhe grows 


1 Bar grow more faucy—*Twas fo I was won 
cs& Cher. Seo. 


- . 


ype sae haha 
See ae areree 


*val— Lee the af Roe na’ Haan, who 


reckons’ his bats roi her iis 

wait, ng you are a Gallant, <teeesy 
Fain, 1 feit-bee- Pon—good 

Hutband’ know your “eg goo Pak ot 

when) your Wift errr ae eae ley had 

your Polty into the Coal-hole = - x 
Sealers: Cont =s 


Ri pend ear cee a 

jong in, as — 

pore balay ills o trowa = Of the et the-extutic. ¢* 
yanteda ty 


a Mt hingthat was fomethiog like what has beemslaidito 


Afide, 

hi i Ve Very wall = Bailes 3 ph aie 

4 Fe tvoeghcalcahe Belet ST aaears 

how came you to make no direé Advances, young 
Ss eh was I fore’d es aa 


see 
ee eee Le 3 


as to “pleat rea ty ‘gore 
eine is at a Lols 
push Servant ‘Shasts t id 
dence of in nor the Ho, 
bd oF obeyii 5; 


Mts, Cer. Roe a ae Man Adult congeal 

a pe ina wpe tip Airof Indifference — Now, ‘9 
fr 2 
s 





Mr. Qleeiniou! » 1 can'r allow him the leait 
bit the pagasess yam fond Of me, 
not hide it in public —~ Jones 

Faim 


‘have: ofter won: 
eat est, bm Raced 
i tr 





Mrs. 





this, In} you for ever from my 
Sight and Bed. 


‘Glen. Sed. 1 obey you, vias is bee 
coming in no Man byt an Hufband — [Giving her che 
am Letter, sath Bey rest fac ene J] Ive 


was 
of nothing but what my (cretion led 
Sepa i eceaste 
aw: —— ¥ ir 
PEE inGeed —— Cone omy Arma, how tors “ 
wwillng Fair One <= Thaw Vashies no Nice 
ties; but art thankful for every of Love 
I beRtow on thee —— rors 
‘Mrs. Cler. What, . ‘am I then abus'd? ‘ench> . 
then of his? Oh rae i ever poor ial Wife, 
Tey pape Lely. ch injurd! 5 - } 
be [Rass and feines Fainlove' Savors, 


c 










ws i 
oa en rng 
“ee sth Jom iy ere ipeiea z 


sane pee 


medi 
I feoreak ons Diverfionsy 
ee Matt, 
. = thofe that uz'dto 





Pett ome 
Sellers niry Guile 
. viole Merton 2 hays the acne 














aa ty cheep in” 





iS ge 
Poe 2 Some 
“he erinctalt eter | 


oe a ree Sir! Fer wisi teed 
fine Lady is ha in nant 
nee th ous Eien ai 








Sit Her, ee a ie Pounce aed | 


at 


are 
ce? Do: ‘ou al me Rael 8 Bir, Har P 48 


ve 





Har: Laat Gy Sita 1 
We Pehie eee me 
), Pewnce. Oly dears oh dear! —— How am T eons! . 





. Yy 


pet bre TKI ne ha ha a 
| Frog and 2 Sallad are 

vp in 

introd. 











J ow aes 
Fibs Sa apy a kg brags ean ’ 
the Devil are you all, ‘but efpécially who the Devil are 


a sar at Fainlove ‘the 4% ; 
feats Fai and play. 
Be en ie ee Ag i 
will “DoW== For fae tat Coat has 
her—Don't you think you ad I “break ? 


Pounce. -You as as you pleaic,, *tis mi 
Tntereft to be hor sinie loose ~ : 
Tip. Well, Biddy, fince you would not actept of your 
Coviin, 1 hope you han't difpofed of elfewhere. 
|. Niece. If you'll for a little while fulpend your Curio- 
fity, you thall have the whole Hiftory of my Amour to. 
this my Nuptial Day, under the Title of the Loves of 

Clerimont and Partheniffz, 

Tip. Then, Madam, your Portion is in fafe Hands — 
0 ic » “tis in vain to 







contend ; her ¢ Mall be my E: a 
and I warrant u all your ‘s— 

Aunt, en, is Mr. a ? he muft 
"have fome Tri her; it cannot be; he muft have 
‘cheated t’other 


Ad te Tipkin, 
Cir Sex: Me) Pubes, ah yane Sit won of this 
Lady, she has honeltly put into my Hands, and I return 
_ Soha, a: thi Lady's pardcular Requet.” [Ts Poune 2) 
| Peunce. And. og a Ag ena 
“your Brother’s Behalf, I'm willing thould be hers aay / 





Soe SDAIN CB dew.’ 
fare mach id 
4d a 
‘Dfeura Bn nace 
hai os their fe isi ei 


"Wives 10 obey maft love, R 
While 4 Slavei are gevere'd by thir Fear. 


Cler, 















Bu ister 


febred ae fae por 
their nati‘ “it 3 

i thes Conk Hates, Tropic Rage, 

Ba faean Defi of Notary and der? ; 

‘Arife ame, 2 Britons ri/e 5 

Such snadern'd Eftoindcy de a 

righ Bg se pest fr es 











“THE BUSY BODY. 
A COMEDY, BY MRs. CENTLIVRE. 


Regulated from the Wrompts Book, by permifien of the Manazersy 
ay Mx, ophing exonrren. 


cua ERIS? 


Can ati chee} Tam alwayarendy I fay 00 Me. Tackum —Nay, wo satering bere E 
spats pails ol he wd tad deed were bth your on, shd Li fex'era ene 
eraeforit Comeon 5 pck yr acta fom fe a 
Dut one grain oftalination Shout ery} vary Mopes bt Be 
oper tadfone low tA with raring et wold ake ty en angina 
‘with theo fat wants. ‘ik Geo. Athy 
mn trasiporced am ravihed,Ymimad-—Aéad Tam Yoo4e—ACd I lve the better 
nani feter nn money. Ot, om sie «fre Aad I oeeve lam etapa 
to pollebeats highyand my Sood DoliegmetRiaka=—i male Che env) i torhehirs, 
‘yoftmerried meosand the wonder of tbe Town 0a precina! 
Mogul, the Empetocr of China, oral the yotertaes thst are oti ware ON BAPE DPF 
‘en! Venly Twill begst fon the Art ght tall Ganheric Uae dop Charles torte wate 
‘Tians would be pd to compound for part cf the eaten difpmicting Am heey ut teas 
tom he wholee Sha rkaty cuter: 
“Wn woulé wot fee the window at midnight, withent fear oft Jato father's pity 
ratoer than All ep the tein of» coquctty where trery minute Bele jutea wt 
fons in then. cuanis 
‘ina man srking sbont my houfe | O my confclence this Is fome he tawé —T'l fen hire 
alive, By 2 Iopo VE oyuip hit for the opera maha hod ot ble. —Tovnds| piny me's. 
fans or PM break the fact shovt your een always ar preeution, and tovk care 
sid ng St wi hog aac nappy obey" Sik. TRAN 
avoid tghting poly to be ferlceailato sey gndso=t a fre ¥aeays Picea vo eres 
oy hen aay malic ae bay heap tea inc Ee 
T'lancy I might bully him and wake Charice Bavean opinion of xy courage. Cyd 1k 
Hck apyand havea touch with Bm —Datlats! and Ft Row HE Bgad Tl watch Me 
Row veut tare al the word tphnow it, Why the dell aid at one haow every at's 
cconcernetsAae done tu boom tele furetn-—l ail pe Rach mat If ae act Wt oe tae 
feeret=~agaet egad 1"l copage my hc 170 Rw what your engagement ts-—-ord 
Lora! bow ite curt fore peep’ Bare Wow tay elle fesiure stn tuowing every 
{dys buflaeta—There he goes God 17 wateh” Ga Fowealfeoveis =a euaney ¢ 
‘cad | will fe te monkey now © Lord O Landi Yd bat Jah ie up the bear ams It 
flew vkr ty Sonidery crteh'd sl my face robe yun" chinayane wilhed out Uo wise 
‘dew jthevey theres Sir Preacie, upon your nelgobusr Py pantlen  MARMLOT: 
tity peak foiin tt =U gotmcetter or mee Sie? Nr, wet 1 iy vite Set 
ace rf hn oe Ser np mindy Yo sry ay wl ora tat 
Thave found hlomany Laay Lovepupey wien 
Tit Ae you Bathe At hho for Agua J warrant loi RAK me wesfon 3 Utte With wy 
sad (lt, Mow, dont} tratarete al Foie toveature spon a son without the agvee of the 
dare and we}—Vou tall not fe my ranekey 3 Lam fond vat tr diaction —Cood lacy 
{ou lack | wha rch ae I hie wok MiRANDA: 
"when ic tomes to that extremity tage cam relent, tow fal i fora 
Soldier, and UN carry thy Lraplck afer thee Goold} Yelper fllebecd i 
‘would "thle woment tear if (roms my break afd Arsight proent ‘ste ele 


‘PT have fond « way to make sir Sotto believe tae whotty ja his iene hes my 
ret te fete Hlabinda: be hey ce hecgasher ang 3 fet Ber at Wnerty-—Dom Care 
on Gee the ean, ae 1M Ite the reputation oftominvingy and then whal Is chambers 
EoratSownys the per ialoesaropes tees ef my tetaae parca 
the paper ta lve 3 groped fe gat of mj a 
acy oe your dears bot 1 eandatt you to ber. SCENT WELLS 





\ . 
" " EDINBURG 


eee ee 


‘ PROLOGUE. te 
©" Lito’ modern prophets ie rear of late 


+” The Author could not prophefy ber fate 3 
Af with fuch feenes an audience had een fir'd 
* The poet muft have really Leen infpir'd. 
¢ But thefe alas! are melancholy days 
For modern prophets and for modern plays : 
p> Vet fince prophetick lies pleafe fools 0° fafbion, 
Anil women are fo fond of agitation + 
To men of feofe 1'll prophefy anew, 
© — And tell you wondrous things that will prove true. 
“ Undaunted Col'nels will to camps repair, 
“© Affur'd there'll be no, firme his YS 
On our own terms will flow the wifb'd-for peace, 
oll wars except "tewixt man and wife will ceafe 5 ‘ 
¢ The Grand Monarque may wifh his fon a throne, 
But hardly will advance to lofe his own. 


This feafon moft things bear a finiling face, 1 





© — Butplay’rs in fummer have a'difinal cafe 
Since your appearance only is our alt of grace. 
Court ladies will to country feats be gone, 
My Lord canp’t-all the year live great in Towns 
Where waning operas, bofet, and a play, 
They Ui figh and fitch u gown to pafs the time away, + 
Gay city wives at Tunbridge will appeary 
Whofe bufbands long have labour'd fur an heir, 
Where many a courtier may their wants velieve, 
But by the waters only they conceives 
The Fleeiftreet fempfirefo—toap) of Temple fparkey 
Ps That runs fpruce neckcloths for attornies? clerks, 
At Cupid's gardens will ber hours regaley 
Sing Fair Dorinda, and drink lotiled ales 
At allaffemblies rakes are up and down, 
-_ _ And pumefters where they think they are not knowns 
Ceuld I denounce our Author's fate to-iey, 
To cry down ou?d damn the play + 
» Ta Chine like tee have focus welt laughs 
Tis rattling all, like Yfaac Bickerfloff. 
* Since war and places claim the bards that write, 
* Be kind, and Lear a womants treat to-night 5 
our indulgence all her fears allay, 
none bug women-haters damn this Play. 
. Ajj 
y’ » 





x Dramatis erfonse, 
v ‘ 

MEN. 

Drury-Lan, — Covent-Garden. 





SirGronce Army,agentle- 
mas. of four thoufand a- 
‘Year, in love with Miran- 
da, 

Sir Francis Garre, guar- 
dian toMirandaand Mar- 
plot, father to Charles, in 
love with Miranda, 

Cuances, friend to Sir 
G: in love with Ifa- & Mr. Brereton, Mr. Wroughton. 
bi 

Sir Jeavous Trarricr, a 
merchant that had lived 
fometimein Spain father 
to Habinda, J 

Manrtor, a fort of filly 
fellow, cowardly, but very 
inquifitive to know every 
body's bufinefs, 

Wuarsrex,{ervanttoCharl. Mr, Burton, Mr. Thompfon. 


WOMEN, 


‘Mr. Smith. ‘Mr. Lewis. 


Mr, Parfonss Mr, Shuter 








se may Mr. Dunftall. 


Mr. King. ‘Mr. Woodward, 


Mixanpa,anheirelworth 
thirty thoufand pounds, 
really in love with Sir { 4. : 

Gaorges becpeeniy aT nee) Mere. 
che fo with her. guardian 
Sir Francis, 

Isaminpa, daughter to Sir 
Jeal.inlovewith Charles, 
butdefigned for a Spanifh 
merchant by her father, 

Paren, her woman, ‘Mrs. Davies. Mrs. Pitt. 
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THE BUSY BODY 


ACT IL 
Scene, the Park. 
Sir Georce Atay meeting CHARLES. 

Cuarves. 
FAA! Sir George Airy a birding thus early! what for 
bidden game rous’d you fo foon? for no lawful occafion 
could invite a perfon of your figureabroad at fuch unfa- 
fhionablehours. 

Sir Geo: There are fome men, Charles, whom Fortune 
has left free fronfinquietudes, who are diligently {ludious 
fg find out ways and means to make themlelves unealy. 

Cha. 1s it poffible that any thing in nature can ruffle 

F aman whom the four feafons of the year 


father at reft with his anceitors? 

Sir Geoe Why, there it is now! a manthat wants money 
thinks none can beunhappy that has it; but my affairs are 
in fuch a whimfical pofture that it will require a calculan 
tionof my nativity to find if my gold will relieve me or not. 

Cha. Ha, ha, ha! never confult the ftars about that 
gold has a power beyond them ; gold unlocks the mid~ 
“night councils; gold outdocs the wind, becalms the 
& thip, or fills her fails; gold is omnipotent below; it 
t makes whole-armies fight or Ay; it-buys even fouls, 
«and bribes wretches to betray their country:’? thea 
what can thy bufinefs be that gold won’t ferve thee in? 

Sir Geo, Why I’m in love. 

Cha. In love !. Ha, ha, ha, ha! in love!——Ha, 
ha, ha, ha! with what prithee? a cherubin! 

Sir Geo.,.No, with a woman, 

» Cha. Awoman!-good. Ha, ba, ha, ha! and gold not 
help thee? ; 
“ir Geo. But fuppofe I’m in love with two: 

Cha. Ay, ifthou’rt in love with two hundred gold will 
fetch *em I-warrant thee boy. But who are they? who 
are they? come. 

Sir Gio, Oncis a lady whofe face I never faw, but witty 
toa miracle ; the other beautiful as Venus——— 

* Cha. And a fool— 

Sir-Geo, Vor aught I'know, for I eves spake hers 

Fs 1 . ay 
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bat yougan inform me, Iam charm’d by the wit of the 
one, and die for the beauty ofthe other. 

Cha, And pray which are you in queft of now? 

Sir Geo. I prefer the fenfual pleafure ; I’m for her I’ave 
feen, who is thy father’s ward, Miranda. 

Cha, Nay, then I pity yous for the Jew my father will 
no more part with hey and thirty thoufand pounds than 
he would with a guinea to keep me from itarving. 

Sir Geo. Now you fre goldcann’t do every thing Charles, 

Cha, Yes, for ’tis her gold that bars my father’s gate 
againft you, 

Sir Geo. Why, if he bethis avaricious wretch how cam’{t 
thou by fuch a liberal education? 

Cha. Not a foufe out of his pocket I affure you: Ihad 
ah uncle whodefray’d that charge ; but forfome little wild- 
neffes of youth, though he made me his heir left dad my 
sruardian till I'came to years of difcretion, which 1 pre+ 
fume the old gentleman will never think lam; and now 
he has got the eftate into his clutches, it does me no more 
good than if it lay in Prefter John’s dominions, 

Sir Geo. What, canftthou find no ftratagemto redeem it ? 

Cha. I have made many effays to no purpofe ; though 
want, the miltrefs of invention, ftill tempts me on, yet ftill 
the old fox istoocunning for me.Iam upon my lalt projects 
which if it fails, then for my laft refuge,a brown mufquet. 

Sir Geo. What is’t? can I affift thee? 

Cha, Not yet when you can I have confidence enough 
in you to alk it. 

Sir Geo. Lam always ready, But what doeshe intend to 
do with Miranda? is the to be fold in private, or will he put 
her up by way of auction, at who bids moft? If fo, egad 
I'm for him; my gold, as you fay, {hall be fubfervient to 
my pleafure. 

Cha,'To deal ingenuoully with you Sir GeorgeyL nom 
very little of her or home; for fince amy uncle’s dtath a..d 
my return from travel [have never been well with my fa- 
ther; he thinks my expenfes too great, and J hisallowance 
too little; he never fees me but he quarrels, and to avoid 
that I fhun his houfe as much as poflible. The report is he 
intends to marry her himfelf. 

Sir Geo. Can the confent to it? 

Chat Yes faith, fo they fay; but I tell you Tam wholl, 
ignorant of the matter. « Miranda and I are like two viv- 

* 
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Jeti members ofa contrary party; Ican {carce allow her 
« beauty, thongh all theqarld does; nor fhe me civility 
“ for that contempt.” I fancy the plays the mother-in-law 
already, and fets the old gentleman on to do mifchief. 

Sir Geo. Then I have your free confent to'get her 2 

* Cha, Ay, and my helping hand if occation be. 

Sir Geo, Poh! yonder’s a fool coming this way, let’s 
avoid him. 

Cha, What, Marplot? No, no, he’s my inflrument; 
there’s a thoufand conveniencies in him ; he'll lendme his 
money when he has any, run of my errands, and be 
on it; in thort, Ke ’ll pimp for me, lie for me, drink for me, 
do any thing but fight for me, and that I truft to my own 
arm for. 

# Sir Geo. Nay, then he’sto be endured ; I never knew his 
"qualifications before. 
Enter Marrror with a patch crofs bis face. 

Mar Dear Charles your’s—Ha ! Sir George Airy !the 
man in the world I have an ambition to be known to! 
[ Afide.] Give me thy hand dear boy: E 

Cha. A good affurance! But hark ye, how came your 
beautiful countenance clouded in the wrong place? 

Mar. 1 mutt confefs *tis a little mal-a-propos; but no 
matter for that. A word with you Charles, Prithee intro~ 
duce me to Sir George—he is a man of wit, and I'd give 
ten yuineas to—— 

_ Cha. When you have ’em you megn. 

Mar, Ay, when I have ’em; pugh, pox! you cut the 
thread of my difeourfe——I would give ten guineas I fa; 
to be rank’d in his acquaintance. ‘ Well, ’tis a vat 
“addition to a man’s fortune, according to the rout of 
“the world, to be feen in the company of leading meny 
for then-we are all thought to be politicians, or Whigs, 
or lacks, or Highfliers, or Lowfliers, or Levellers—and 

**eYoforth ; for you muft know we all herd in partiesnows 

Cha, “ Then a fool for diverfionis out offathion Hind. 

Mar. + Yes, without it bea mimicking fool, and they 
« aredazlings-every where.” But prithee introduce mes 

*. Chit. ‘li, ‘on condition you'll give us a true account 
how you came by that meurning nofe J will. 
* Mar. Vil doit., 

Cha. Sir George, here’s a gentleman has a palfionate 

defire to kifs your hand, + a 
. 
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Sir'Geo: Oh, Thonour men ef the fword! and I prefume 

this gentleman js lately come from Spain or Portugal 
by his fears... 

Mar. No, really, Sir George, cnine Sprig from civil 
fury. Happening lait night into che Groom Porter’s— 
Thad a ftrong inclination to go ten guineas with.a fort of 
a, fort of a—kind of a milkfop, as thought. A pox of 
the dice! he flung out, and my pockets being empty, as 
Charles knows they often are, he 
Briton, and broke my face for my deficiency. 

Sir Geo. Ha! ha! and did not you draw? 

Mar. Draw Sir! why I did but lay my hand upon’my: 
fword to make a fwift retreat, and he roar’d out, Now. 


the deel a ma-fal Sir, gin ye touch yer fteel Ife whip mine 


through yer wem. 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha! 

Cha. Ha, ha, ha, ha! Safe was the word. So you walk’d 
off I fappofe. 

Mar. Yes, for I avoid fighting, purely,to be ferviceable 
to my friends you. know— 

Sir Geo. Your. friends are much oblig’d to you Sir: I 
hope you'll rank me in that number. 

Mar. Sir George, a bow from the fidebox, or to be feen 
in your chariot, binds me ever your's, 

Sir Geo, Trifles; youmay command ’em when youpleafes 

Cha, Provided he may command you. 1 

Mar. Me! why d live for no other purpofe——Sir 
Georgey.Lhave the honour to be carefs’d by mott of the 
reigning toafts of the Town: 1 "Il tell em youare the finett 
gentleman— 

Sir Geo. No, no, pritheeJet me alone to tell the ladies 
—my parts—Can you convey 2 letter upon occefion; 
or deliver a meflage with an air of bufinefs, ha?- 

Mar, With the affurance of a page and the Bravity © of 
a ftatefman, 

Sir Geo. You 0m; Miranda. 

Mar. What! my fifter ward? why, her guardian is mine ; 
‘we are fellow fufferers. Ah, he is a covetous, cheating3 
fanétified, curmudgeon : that Sir Francis Gripe isa damn’d 
old—hypocritical — 


Char Hold, holds I fuppofe friend, you forget that e 


~ is my fither. 
Wer, Egeland fol dia Chater 1 afk-yous perdoy 
e 


proved a furly North. 
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Charles; but itis for your fake Ihate him. Well, I fay the 
world is, miftaken in himg his outfide piety makes him 

* every man’s executer, and his infide cunning makes him , 
eyeryheir’s gaoler, Egad Charles I’m half perfuaded that 
thou’rt fome ward too, and never of his getting ——* for 

eo never were twa gras Se walle Fe greenness 

up: thing, and thou, every thing 5 every 

’ eee S Meas nelgoa ort ecabead io acy ba. 

Cha. Yow are very free Mr. Marplot. 

Mar. Ay, 1 give and take Charles—you may be as freewith 
me you know, 

Sir Geo. A pleafant fellow. 

Cha, The is diverting fometimes, or there would 
be no enduring his impertinence. He is preffing to be 
employed, and willing to execute; but fome ill fate gene~ 

rally attends all he undertakes, and he oftener fpoils an 





intrigue than helps it. 
far. J have always your good word, but if I mifcarry 
tis none of my fault +" follow mv inftruétions. 


Cha, Yes, witnefs the merchant’s wife. 

Mar. Pith, pox! that was an accident, 

Sir Geo. What was it prithee? 

Mar. Nay, Charles, now don't expofe your friend. 

Cha, Why, you muft know I lent a certain mer= 
chant my hunting horfes,and was to have met his wife in his 
ubfence. Sending him along with my oom tomake the 
compliment, and to deliver a letter t Jady at the fame 
time, what does he do but gives thefiufband the letterand 
offers her the horfes! ae 

Mar. Why to be fure I did offer jer the horfes, and Lremem- 

- ber you was even with me, oll deny’d the letter tobe 
begs fwore I bad a defign upon her, which my bones 

id for. — a 4 
Pha. Come Sir George, let’s walk round if you are 

> not er ’d, for I have fent my man upon a little earnelt 

bufinefs, and I have ordered him to bring me the anfwer 
pas Baits know it gud wascbhin 

lar, tand Inot ith watchhim. 

. Sip Co rab ber aes peasaaiterie Ems ooehert 

your father. . ‘ 

boas following lines, and all thof which are printed in Italicks, 

‘not in the original piece, but have been added in the Teprefen~ 

fation, and are now retained for the fatisfattion of the reader, 
i . 





ls dial” ia 0 a tate | 
a” THE BU: at, 
~@ha. My father! ped M5 \ ov 








Sir Geo. Ay,and about the ia 
everheard of; but I’ll not impart till 

Mar, What can his bufinefs be with 
would I give all the world to know: 
fhould not one know every man's cor 

Cha, Profperity to’t whate’er it wae 
fairs too: over a bottle we'll: compare 


‘Mar. Charles knoys I love a gl asan 
T’ll make one ; thall it be to-night dare Tipe: 


_ i 
their fecrets. 
Enter Waidedes 
Whifp. Sir, Sir, Mrs. Patch fays ee Spanith fa- 
ther has quite {poil’d the plot, and the can't meet you in 
the Park, but he infallibly will go out this afternoon the «» 
fays: but I miult {tep again to know the hour. ’ 
Mar. What did Whifper fay now? I fhall géiftark mad 
if I’m not let into the fecret. [Afide. 

Cha. Curl misfortune ! 

Mar. Curjl! what's curft Charles ? 

Gha. Come along: with me, my heart feels pleafure. at 
her name. Sir George your's ; we'll meet at the old place 
the ufual hour. 

Sir Geo, Agreed. I think Hee Sir Francis yonder. [ Exit. 

Cha. Marplot;youttule excufe me; Iam engag’d. [Exe 


Mar. apse in crane bee my "ht know 





what your eng [Exits 
Miran. co lit. My 
fervant that dogg’d Park. 
Hal Mifs P had con+ 
triv’d a way to 
Patch. O} ine what + 
a wretched difappoin th! Juit as I 
had fetch’d a-fuit of my leh fon adifgaife, comes my * 


old matter into his clofet, whi againft her cham~ 
ber door: chieterck atte tor le fright—at length 

I put on a grave fee, and atk’d him if hewas at Ieifure 
for his chocolate? in ian nan f 
bipctien "d my ni ctr ey Be 2) 
x two ”” At which my poor miftreff feeing 
pontine ecreclpe partite Ladyfhip wit’ 


a 





s living fu long in Spai A 
eftate but he'll be a parliament- * 
gina bill for women to wear el. 
pith cuftoms—He fwears it is 
0 have a wo! feen barefac’d even y 


ow the old fool torments himfelf! 
his rigid rules—does he think 

in contrivance ? No, no; let the 
hewill, ifthere’s a woman un- 
atthe finds away to break ’em. 

; iard for his fon- tala fill? “4 


you retain the fame gay cheerful fpirit you had 

i inIwaited on your Ladyihip. My lady is mighty good- 
rour’d too, and I have found a way to make Sir Jealous 
‘am wholly in his intereft, when my real defign ie 

erve her; he makes me her gaoler, and I fet her at lie 


Viiran. Lknew thy prolifick brain would be of fingular 
ice to her, or I had not parted. ith thee to her father. 
2aich. i 


rty wench that fhe wants: tant 
to be in this. dithabille i in the ops 
a yauttte wurfuit of the young fellow fhelikes? Bre that 
sas Paffure y 


Asiivachat that Madam, the's evep with 
“hb cann’ t come abroad we have a way to faethe 
e) vite of old Argus, C 
‘an. Now, Patch, your opinion of my choice, fer here 
re Space ie se apetiin witli gl what can be the 
- . 
ee el 


smeani ‘this? ‘I’m -fure'S 
(s. —— Let's. obferve 
. = Francis Geir and Sir) 
., ae eal, eG orge, 
y thy money fo, for I tell 
om does not love'a young fell 
» and feldom make good hufbands 
not abide*éme é 
Miran. peeping.) Tn fober fad 
‘What can this oat 2 
Sir-Geo. Look ye Sir Franei 
not abide young. féllows is not # 
the fifty guineas? 
Sir Fran, Ingood truth Twill 
the was'a hearty waty man, and I ; 
should fquarider away what he fav’d to no 
Miran. peeping.) Now, in te name of wo ul 
gain can eb cee About me for fifty oy 
Patch: withitbe wt forthe fc night’ 
Sir Geo, Well, Sir Francis, fince'you are 
for my father’s fake, then permit me the 
Miran. peeping. The favour! O’ my life 
you faid Patch, 


Sir Fran. No 7 if thou doft not : 
ere give sc 


pur fe and chi 
anda 
thould be ¢ 
Miran. pe 
Sir Fran. 
Sir Geo. No, 1" 
Patch. Do't! what, whe 
Sir Geo. Come, to the poitits } 
the gett secre 4 
Sir out a 
tee a ‘Ay for Feast ° iu? 
‘on the rack, 
Fran. Well, at our perl be it. 
Ay; ay, go on. 
Sir Fran. Imbrimis, you are to be 
5 





tps] Sey you $0? then Tain fates ' 
tho’ my tongue never fpoke? my eyes’ 
things, and my hopes pe re her's 
ot, itis but ahund 


4 


i in ‘the moi 
ce the other lady I defign a fet A Fl 





fafe out 
Geo But if that lady thinks. ft 
at every turn, like fome 











pas 2h anon sd ber lig 

ing from me. 
xtra capalehuameeel 
would be more materi Vega tiby baceoiacloneta 








. ieee ila fered Aspe hapele 4 


dart 


ar tt 


Meee). Tifay you eae h 
till E pleafe—and may be 
*sthat to you? : 
by Nay, to be robb’d or have be 
mauch—— 


Sir Fran. What’ tha er? would you ro ne 


throat ye nde 
Cha. Heaven forbid eer hia wind ilag. 
‘Sir Fran. Mercy of mé! what a plague it is to have a_ 
fon of one-and-twenty, who wants to elbow’ one cut of 
one’s life toredge ee pa aial 





dy Wrinkle, worth forty , aioaiiel 
whandfome young hufband ; the prais’d: 
“ec pa 'jtho” the matchmakers can get twenty 
»riugas for a fight of her Tean introduce thee for ey 
|. My Lady Wrinkle Sir! why, the has but one 
Sir FraneDhen the'll fee buthalf yourextravagance Si 
Cha. Condemn me to fuch a piece of deformity! tooth< 
fs, dirty, wry-neck’d, bunch’d-back’d, hag 
Sir Fran. Hunch’d-back’a t fo much the y then 
‘or thou wilt load her 
ty LLY ik this is no offer of © 
, wey © Bong » pore Wo Sthing with you, 
my Pa ch; a young beautiful 
> tea! 2 se more agreeable. 
°. ‘ ¢ for yourfelf I ‘ah 
dog! you pretend. - 







wt Sdn 
© ty thoufand 
[Exit Chas) 
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edo you holdi: u 
capitulate ? ha, he ha! Loma n 
[Chinks ibem.] ha, ha, ha! 7 
Sir Geo, Not if they were twice the 
sheer be bri alin heady, an 
Sir Fran, Agreed. Miranda! 
* Sir Geo. If the’s a Lwoneepaaed not 
craft to this old rogue, I’ll make his heart ake s Tats e 
has but one grain of inclination about her il vaty a 
thoufand thapes but find it. 
Enter Minanva and Sir Francis. 
Sir Fran. There, Sir George, try your fortune. 
[Fakes out his watel. 
¢ eaftern chambers breaks the funy. 
ilds the vales below. [Salutes her. 
fling was notin our agreement. 
ofr saree. Prithee, old 
Mammon, to. 


Mirgreiset a Se ta iw Re 
f r, is your utmoft limit; not aM 
\ “sapmy [ Retiresto the bottom of the jinge. 
|» Sir Geo. Madam, whether you’liexcufe or blame mY ay 
‘of this rath ing, dependsupon your 
ae eee ae 
i a heart le of lex. vour. > 
Gages Weiabnes "moi 
Miran. afide.) Oh! that T darft fpexk——— 
Shake off this tyrant Epon eae 
youll. rand, 


dah his bold afpising hopes. ie 





ret nach I ee thy wy oe thea er Prowid 


oe we ate 
Miran. 73 ! 
eer hg mi eta aid 
Intake Perot or Seetaiaaior 
not to him— minutes: 

ten rat 





5 ena cannot think you 
37 motive bt your fortune 1m 


& ireds make 
Ehret ics a gn pn hi} 


| Why, what figa is that now? Nay, nay, Madam, except 
_-youobferve my Jeffon I cann’t onderftand your sacsiny 
_ Sir Fran, What a vengeante! are they her an rg by figs? 
ert Lay be Feeble Wikadiyes Taba Se 
F sides if you dare mutter ano AS 





uick- fancy and along eqtempore, 
i =] “ Dear Sir George! this vi 

gi it we ea which whenit 

ice ‘twill. charm me into adefire 
of liberty Series you, and only you, ean fix.” 
“[yangel! you tranfport me! ie tbclater|** And 
ie the Pow’r of your command, of Love, has 
fet the verfe al: 'y the flowii ers dance into a 
tune, and I’m infpird with a voi “4 fing it. : 
Miran, * 1m fure thou art infpir’d with inne 
enough. [Afide, © 
+ Gee, ings.) “ Greut Love infpire him, 
) = ay rand lage 






tiieloge 


artthip? ha, ha, 


‘Raith A 5 D pike ier 





e dogs not value thee a 
| though you jour hetlineras-ae you'l 
her dpeak to the 
+. Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! Did Lot}: 
at thy money? did/J not fay 
ha, ha! 
Geo, And I’m pofitive the’s. 
Sir Fran. Ha,ha, ha! no matter 


not taken with your youth nor 4 
zi i. 


Geo. Whate’er her reafons 
am certain fhe can be taken with = q 
Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha! how he tw < 
man, poor man!—ha, ha, ha! 1 » 
Sir George ;_ Miranda will be imy ave ba 
of mirth. Verily we thal laugh a > a 2 
ha, ha, hi b 
Sir Geo. all my heart faith—T hall laugh inmy 
turn too—for if you dare marry her, old Belzebub, you 
will be cuckolded moft egregioufly : remember that, aud 
tremble——— 
“ he that to Age her beauteous felf refigus 
ent for clofe defigns: 
c Then it thew) rt grac'd with fair Miranda’s bed 
* Adtxon’s horns lie means fhall crown thy head. [Bit 
Sir Fran. “ Ha, ha, ba! he is mad. 
fe flu ¢ fops imagine they iene wind, 
‘ Tun and decay to love niperoette 
4: But here's a proaf of wildom in th ata 
+ Old men are eon! mgs 
“The frogal hand 
** When he that Jayi pay. {Bxit. 
: apricn’s boufe. 





a Jearovus, 
Sir Feal. Whatyin 
my politive commands tot 
write a bill on your forehead ee! 
fomething to be let ?—— : 
Tab. at harm can there be in a little frefh air Sir? 4 
Sir Feal. Is your conftitution fo hot miftre®. that ity, 
wants cooling, ha? Apply the vitiwsgr Sn-nifh « its ; Wa, 
nih your tafte and thoughts of flefh, feed upon roots, and 
quench your thirft with water. 
Mfat. That and a clofe room wou'd certainly iste“ 
die of the vapours. 
. 


\ ry ; —_ 


resvewmnompgeer idle 
d pete re % home, for 


angerovisasthemens 


b threatened to-flap ‘ny 
her fervant, not her governels. 
ut T° make h 






the cautious:condudt of ing 
we you lock’d up this sonst, 

without a 
Tale Lrg corinne ghoflly helps in England which 
have in Spain Emight deceive you if youdid—* Sir, 
“tis not the reftraint, but the innate principle, fecures 
“ the Fepuration and honour of our fex””—— Let me'tell 
you Sir, confinement fharpens the invention, as want of 


fight ftren, head aie pts fname often more per- 
Mi fovea t tNibe y allows. 


4 Paths Really Sir wi you an 
= eee Setyemetyi tess 
Moe will you pleafe to sere { 
Wis v4 Saleh io codon en he awe 
eae with Batch. 


ve . 








Si believe this wench it rie tomy intereft: 
Tam I met with her, if I can but keep my daugh- 
ter from being blown upon’till Signior Babinetto arrives, 
who fhall marry her as foon as he comes, and carry her t 
Spain as foon as he has married her, She has a pregnant 
wit, and I’d no more have her an Englith wife than the 
Grand Signior’s miftrefx. Lag Leite 

Enter Wiser. , » 
Whifp. So, | faw Six Jealous go pibaaiiereSigl I find 
Mrs. Patch now? 





Enter Parcn. 


Pate. Oby Mr. Whifper! my lady wag out at a> 
window, and order’d me to bid yourfly and let your ma 
Ni figpe Huth peak lly Togoy 

Whi uth ! tly 1 {But hark 
Mrs. Patch, fhall not you and Thee a little onfallatis 
when my maiter and your lady are engag’d? 

Patch. Ay, ay; farewell. [Goes in rand fs the do 
Reenter Sir Jeacous TRarrick, méeing WHisrer. 
Sir Feal. Sure whilft I was talking-with Mr. Tradew 
‘heard my door clap, [Secing Whifper.] Ha! a man lurs 

ing about my honfe | Who do you want there Sir? 
Whifp. Want—want ; a pox! Sir Jealous! What m 
Tfay now? 

Sir Feal. Ay, want! Have youa letterormeffagefor ar 
body ae 2-0’ my condeience tie isfome hie bawd— 








1 very dupdoipmnpalddy Vik Bir 
I fancy’d ed faw him run-into this houfe. Lm-glad yo. + 
have him—Sir; my lady will be.overjoy’d chat I hat | : 
found him, ae ; 
Sie Joa Who is your lady friend? 


wepuppy Sir. 3 


ms ‘cals: bated lady Lovepuppy Sir! then prithes carry 
e 





2 thyfelf to her, T know no other whelp that ta 
her; and let me catch you.no more pi “hunting al 
sn ny do door, left I have you preft into die irvine fresh; 





pe By no means Sir—Your humble fervaut. I = 
watch yeh bo he goes or no before I can tell my mater 


Sir Feah, This fellow has the-officious leer of a pimp, 
and I half fufpes a defign; but F'll be upon them before 
they think on me I warrant ‘em. (Exit. 

“S. Scens, Cuaaves’s lodgings. 

Enter Cuanrves and Marriot. 
© Cha. Honelt Marplot! I thank thee for this fupply. I 
expeét my lawyer with a thoufand poms Thave’ 
him to take up, and then you shall i 
»_ Mar. Pho, pho! no'more ofthat. comes Sir 
George Airy, 


¢ 


> Enter Sir Groner. 
curfedly out of humour at his difappointment. See how 
he looks! ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Geo. Ah Charles! Iam fo humbled in my preten- 
fions to plots upou women that I believe I fhall never have 
courage enough to attempt a chambermaid again—— 
Fi tell the-——_—_ 

Cha. Ha, ba! ['ll {pare youthe relation by telliaiy you 
+ —Impatient to know your bufinefs with my father, when 

I faw you enter I flipt back into the next room, where I 
overheard every fyllable. 

Mar. Did you Charles? I wi J bad been with you. 

Sir Geo. ‘That I faid—bat I’M be hang’d prt heard 

her anfwer—But prithee tell aes: isthe a fool? 

Cha. I never, ar Ste eres 3 but Marplot can 

inform you better if youll’ hima judge. 

‘Mar. A fool! I'l} Falk he hab'goore wit than all the 

“ reft of her t Why, the’ll rally me till 

ha’n’ta ‘my: felf. 

Cha. A mighty proof orber wit trily— 

Mar. There ub bhifome trick in’t Sir George: egad 
._Plbfind it out if it coft me the fim you paid for’t. 
@ * «Sir Geo. Do, and command me—— 7 

Mar, Enough ; let me, alone to trace a fecret— 
Enter Wassven, and fpeaks afideto bis maflers 
devil! hehere again? dama that sabe ears 
sicee ij 


= 
a 















wit. Is this the fame or a 2 Tow nak out, 
bere dre none ut friends. sav 

Cha. Pardon'me Marplot, #is a fecret. Tre 

‘Mar. A feeret! ay, or ecod I not give a farthing for’ 
is. Sir George, won’t you alk Charles what news Whifper => 
brings? y 

Se Geo. Not I Sit; I fuppofe it does not relate to me. 

Mar. Lords Lord !how little curiofity fome people have! 
Now my chief pleafure isin knowing every body’s bufinels, 

Sir Geo, 1 faney, Charles, thou inait fome engagement _/ 
upon thy hands? \ ees 

Mar. Have you Charles? 

Sir Geo, I have # Tittle bufinefs too. 

Mar. Have you Sir George? 

Sir Geo, Marplot, i£:t falls in your way to bring me an: 
intelligence from Miranda you’ findme atthe hatelvd- 
houfe at fix 

Mar. You do me much honour, 

Cha. You guefs right Sir George; with me faccefs. 

Sir Geo. Better than attended me. Adieu. [2xir, 

Cha. Marplot, you mutt excfe me—— 

Mar. Nay, nay; what need of any exeufe amongft 
friends? 1’1l go with you. 

(Cha. Indeed you muft not. 

Mar. No; then I fuppoie ’t is a duel, and I will go to 
fecure you. 

Cha, Well, but ’tis no duel, confequently no dangers 
therefore prithee be anfwer'd. , 

Mar. What, ist a miftrefs then ?—Mum—you know | 


T canbe filent upon ne 
Cha. L with you coli te civil too: I tell you you nei- 





ther muit nor fhall go with me. Farewell. [2xit, 
‘Mar. Why then—I muil and will follow you. (Exit, 
‘ 
SS 
ACT Ill, 
Enter Cianres. 


wet Crartes. wo 
‘Wrrr, here’e the houfe which holds the lovely prizes” 
quictand ferene: here no noify footmen throng: to tell'the 
world that Beauty dwells within; no ceremonious vil * 
makeshe lover wait, no rival’to give my heart’a 
Whowould not feale the window at midnight without fear 
. Per 
—' 






of the jealous father's ito rather hao fil yp the ain of 
jette, wi ite j out 
ieee 


5 Enter Parcn. 4, 
Patch. Oh, are-you come Sir? All’s fafe. . 
Cha. So in, in then. 
~~ Enter Marrxor: 
Mar. There he goes! Who the devil lives here ? except 
I can find out that am as far from knowing his bufinels 
as ever. Gad I'll watch ; it may be a bawdyhoufe, and 
he may have his throat cut. If there fhould be any mif- 
chief I can make oath he went in. Well, Charles, in fpite 
of your endeavours to keep me out)of the fecret Imay 
fave your life for aught I know. At that corner I’llplant 
Y. nyldls these: 5 Grathice-whoercs.goeatin ot casttelGet. 


Gad L love difeoveries. [Bxit. 
Scene draws, and difeovers Cuanes, Isaminpa, and 
Pate. 


Ifab. Patch, look out tharp; have acare of dad. , 

Patch. 1 wareat you, 

Tab. Well Sir, if Lmay judge your love by your cous 

* rage I ought to believe you fincere, for you venture into 
the lion’s den when you come to fee mex 

Cha. If you'd confent whiift the furious*beatt is abroud 
I'd free you from the reach of his paws. 

Jfal. That would be but to avoid one danger by rnn- 
ning into another, * like poor wretches who fly the burn- 
** ing thip and meet their fate in the water.” Come, come, 
Charles, I fear if I confult my reafon confinement. and 
plenty is better than liberty and Qarving. I know you’d 
make the frolick pleating for'a little time by faying and 
doing’a world of tender things; but when/our {mall fb+ 
ftance is exhanfted, anda thoufand requifites for life are 

¢wanting, Love, who rarely dwells with Poverty, would alfo 
fail us. 

Cha. Faith I fancy not ; methinks my heart has laid up 
a ftock will laft for life, to back which I have taken a 
thoefand pounds upon my uncle’elate 5 that furely will 


" Capua en des ane , 
«Mab, There's no trviting to that my friend; I doubt 
= father will carry his humour tothe grave, and miny 
1 Site fees me fertled in Spain. . 
= Chav And con youthen cruclly refolve raoay till that 
4) 
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fire,and 
wit, to be facrific’d to the arms. dull. ward, to be 
immured, and forbid the fight of any thing that’s human? _ 

fab, No, when it comes to that extremity, and no ftra-f ° 
tagem can relieve us, thou halt lift for a foldicr, and 1’ 
carry thy knapfack after thee. ’ 

Cha. Bravely refolv’d!-the world cannot be more f2- 
vage than our parents, and Fortune generally affifts the 
bold, therefore confent now: why fhould the put.it to a 
future hazard? who knows when we fhall have awotherop- . 
Ph Ob of fuppofe, and 

yi, 3 you have your ladder es T fey 
the cereidon ftands juft where ie did aed if you 
ha’n’t forgot-to write in characters Petch will find a way 
for our affignations. Thus much of the Spanith coutrivance 
my father’s feverity has taught me, I thank him: though 
Thatethenation | admire their management in thefe affairs. 

Enter Parcu. 

Paich. Oh Madam! Ifeemy matter coming upthelrect. 

Cha. Oh the devil! would L had my ladder now! 1 
thought you had not expected him till night. Why, why, 
why, why, what hall Ido Madam? 

Tab. Oh! for Heaven’s fake don’t go that way; youl 
sméct him full in the teeth. ** Oh unlucky moment!” 

Cha,’ Adfheart! can you fhut me into no cupboard, nor 
ram me into a cheft, ha? 

Patch. Impoflible Sir, he fearcheseveryholein thehoufe. 

Tfob. Undone for ever! if he fees you I thall never fee 
you more. 

Patch. Uhave thought on it: run you to your chamber 
Madam; and, Sir, come you alongwith me I’m certain 
you may eafily geedown from the balcony. 


Cha, My life! adieu—Lead on guide. [Bxit. 
Tab. Heav'n preferve bisa! [2icins’ 
Stews changes to the fireet. 


Enter Sir Jeavovs, with Manvror behind him. © 

Sir Feal. I don’t know what’s the matter, but [have a 

frongTufpicion all is not right within: that fellow’s fiun- 

tering about my door,and his tale of a puppy, had theface” 

of a lic methought. By St. Iago if I find a mai in 
the houfe I’d make mince meat of himn— . : 
Mast Mince meat! Ab, poor Charles! boow I feoeat fle 

_ thee! Bigad he’s old—1 fancy I might bully him, and make 


© 








—— a) 





Sir Feat. My own key {hall let me ins I’Ilgive themno 


Syamiog: = [Feeling for his'key. 


Mar. What’s that youfay Sir? [Going up to Sir Feal. 
Sir Feat, What’sthat to you Sir?) [Turns quick uponbim. 
Mar. Yes, ’vistp me Siryfor the gentleman you threaten 

isa very Lipo tesa sier Look to’t, for if he comes 

not as fafe out of your houfe ashe went in— 
Sir Jeal. What, ts be in then? 

“Mar. Yes Sir, be is then; and I fay if be does not come out L 
have half-a-dozen Myrmidons hard by hall beat your 
houfe about your ears. 

Sir Feat. Ab! a combination to undo mel Myrmi- 


4 
1 don you, ye dog you—Thieves! thieves! 


(Beats Marplot all the while he crien Thiewess 

Mar. Murder, murder! I was not in your houfe Sir. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. What’s the matter Sir? A 

Sir Fest. The matter rafeal! you have let @ man into 
my houfe, but 1’li flea him alive. Follow me; I'll not 
Jeave a moufchole unfearch’d. If I find him, by St. ago 
{all equip him for the opera. 

. Mar, Acdeuce of his cane! there’s no trufting to aj 
—What hall I do to relieve Charles? egad Ili raife,the 
neighbourhood,--Murder! marder!--[ Charles drops down 
upon him from the balcony.) Charles ! faith I’m glad to fee 
thee fafe out with all my heart ! 

Cba. A pox of your bawling! how the devil came you 
here? 

Mar, Egad it’s very ewell for you that I was here Thave 
done you a piece of fervice: I told the old thunderbolt 
that the gentleman that was gone in was— 

4 Cba, Was it you that toldhimSir? [Laying hold of bim.] 
*Sdeath! I could crafh thee into atoms = [Exit Charles. 

Mar, What! will you choke me for my kindnefs?—— 
Will myinquiring foul never leave fearching into other 
people's affairs till it gets {quecr’d out-of my body? I dare 

* not follow him now for my blodd, he’s in fuch a paffion, 


+ —t1llito Miranda; if I'can difeover aught that may 
. lige Sir George it may be a means to reconcile me 


to Charles. . 


7 Sie Jeal. withia.] Look about !earcht iad bim out? 


Nidlieal , ab 





. 









} 
Mar. 0h the devil? Crabpick [Exit 
° Enter Sir Jearous and his Servants, ~ 
Sir Feal. Are you fure you have fearch’d everywhere? = 
Serv. Yes, from the top of the houfe to the bottom. 

Sir Feal, Under the beds andjover the beds? ~ 
Ser. Yes, and in them too, hut found nobody Sire 

Sir Jeal. Why, what could this rogue mean? 

Enter Isawwva and Parcr. 
Patch. Take courage Madam, I faw him fafe out. 


; (Afide to Tab. 

Zab. Biefs me! what’s the matter Sir? 

ir Feal. You know belt—Pray where’s the man that 
was here juft now? 

Tab, What man Sir? I faw nones 

atch. Nor Iy-by the truft you repofe in me. Do you 
think I wou’d let-a man come within thefe doors when 
you are abfent? ‘ 

ir Feal. Ah Patch! the may be too cunning for thy 
honefly: the very feout that he had fet co give warning 
difcovered it to me—and threatened me with half-a-dozen 
Myrmidons——but | think I maul’d the villain. Thefe 
affligtions:yok draw upon me Miftrefo! 

Ufal. Pardon me Sir, ’tis your own ridiculons humowe 
dyaws you into thele vexations, and gives every fool pre- | 
tence to banter you. 

Sir Feal. No, ’tis your idle conduét, your eoquettith 
flirting into the baleony—Ob! with what joy thall I re- 
fign thee into the arms of Don Diego Babinetto! - 

fab. And with what induftry thall 1 avoid him. [ Afides 

Sir Feal. Certainly that roguehad a meffage from fome= 
body or other, but being: baulk'd by my coming popp’d 
that fham upon me. Come along ye fors, let’s fee at 
find the dog again. Patch, lock herup, d’ ye hear?y 

Patch. Yes 8ir—Ay, walk till your heels ake youll « 
find nobody E-promife you. 

fab. Who coy'd that {cont bewhich he talks of? - 

Patch. Nay, L can’t imagine without it was Whifper: 

Hab. Well, dear Patch | let’s employ all our thoaghes ‘ 
how toefcape this horrid Don Diego my very heart 
at his terrible name. Y * Y 

Patch. Fear not Madam; Dén Carlo fhallbetheman, , 
or I] Jofe the reputation of contriving, and then what’, 
a maid good for? iad 
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<djab. “ Say’ fe thou fo my girl? then” 
* Let dad be jealous, maltjply his 
* Whilft lowe inftruét me to-avoid the: ry 
4. 'Il fpite of all his Spanith caution: fhow 
“* How much for love a Hritith maid can do.” (Exenie, 
Scene Sir Francis Gaire’s hon/fe 
Sir Faancts and Minanna meeting, 
Miran, Well Gardy, how did I perform the dumb {cene? 
Sir ran, To admiration—Thou dear little rogue! let 


\S,, me bufs thee for it: nay, adad I will, Chargy, fo muzzle, 


ee 


and tuzzle, and hug thee; I will, i? faith 1 will. 
[Hugging and kiffing her. 

Miran, Nay, Gardy, don’t be fo lavithe Who would 
ride poft when the journey laits for life? 

Sir Fran, Ah wag, ah wag! I'll bufs thee again for 
that. Oh I’m traniported! When, when, my dear! wilt 
thou convince the world of the happy day ? when fhall we 
marry, ha? 

‘iran. There’s nothing wanting but your confent Sir, 
Francis. * s 
Sir Fran, My confent! what does my charmer mean? + 
Miran, Nay, 'tis onlya whim but I'll have every thing 
according to form—therefore when you fign an authentick 
paper drawn up by an able lawyer, that Dhave your leage 
to marry, the next day makes me your’s Gardy. 
Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha! a whim indeed! why, is it not 
demonftration I give my leave when I marry thee? 
Miran, Not for your reputation Gardy ; the malicious 
world will be apt to fay you trick me into marriage, and 
fotake the merit from my choice: now I will have the act 
my own, to let the idle fops fee how much I prefer a man 
Joaded with years and wifdom. F 
Sir Fran. Humph! Prithee leave out years Chargy; ’'m 
snot fo old, as thou fhalt find. Adad I’m young : there’s a 
caper for ye! CFumps. 
‘Miron, Oh, never excufeit ; why, [like you the better for 
“being old—but I thall fufpeét you don’t love me if you 
refuge me this formality. 
* Sir Fran. Not love thee Chargy! Adad Ido love thee: 
bett@r than, than, than, better than——what hall I fay? 
‘egad better than money ; faith I do—— 

= Miran: "That's falfe I’m fure. [Afide.] To proge it do 

this thea, : 





Sir Fran, Well, Twill dit Chargy, provided I bring a “ 
po sea rte fdas cteae Pan we 
‘iran. Ay, anda fon too if you pleafe. Ha, ha, ha’ 
Icann’t help laughing to think how all the young cox= 
combs about Town will be mortified when they hear of 

our marriage: 

‘Sir Fran So they will, fo they will ha, ha, ba! 

Miren. Well, fancy Uthalibe fo happy with my Gardy— 

Sir Fron, If wearing pearls and jewels, or eating gold, 
as the old faying is, can make thee happy, thou thalt be fo 4° 
my fweetelt, my lovely, my charming, my—verily I know 
not what to call thee, 

Miran, You nvult know Gardy, that Iam fo eager to 
have this bufinefs concluded that have employed my wo- 
man’s brother, who is a lawyer in the Temple, to fettle 
matters juit to your liking ; you are to give your confent 
to my ntarriage, which isto yourfelf you know: but mum, 
you mnft take no notice of that. So then I will, that is, 
with your leave, put my writings into his hands; then to- 
morrow we come flap upon them with awedding that no- 
body thought on, by which youfeizeme and my eltate,andI 
fuppofe make a bonfire of your own att and deed. 

iy Fron Nay, but Chargy, if. ‘ 

¢ Miran. Nay, Gardy, no [is——Have I refus'd three 
northern lords, two Britith peers; and halfafccreknights, 
to have put in your Ifs? 

Sir Fran, So thou haft indeed, and I will traft to thy 
management. ’Od I’m all of a fire. 

Miran, "Vis a wonder the dry ftubble does not blaze. 


—™~ 





[Afide. * 
Enter Marriot. 
Sir Fran. How now; who fent for you Sir? What,’s the 
hundred pound gone.already? 


Mar, No Sir; 1 don’t want money now Gardy. ‘ 
Sir Fran, No, that’s a miracle! but there”s one thing’ 
‘you want I’m fures 
Mor. Ay, what's that? rn) a ‘ 
Sir Fran, Mannevs! What, had I no fervants without? 
‘Mer, None that coulddo my bufinefs Guardian, sehich: 
is eee with this lady. a" 
fran. With me Mr. Marplot! whatis it tchespat 
Sir Fran, Ay, Sir, what is it? any thing that relates to 
her may be delivered to me, te 


=— | 





Mor. \ deny that. 
pong eepoe shige ete : eo , 
\—* “Mar. Indeed Madam! Why-then to proceed: Fame 
“Lys, your know deff whether fhe lies or not, that you’and 
+ y moeontcionable guardian here defign’d, contriv’dy 
fotted> agreed, tochoufe a veryivil, honelt, honour- 
ale, gentleman oyt ofa hundred pounds: Guilly on uot? 
Miran, That I contriv’d it! 
Bor, Ay, you—you faid never aword again it, fo far 
ow are guilty. 
Sir Fran, Pray-tell that ciyil, honeft, honourable, gentle~ 
van, that if he has any more fuch {ums to fool away they 
. stall be receiv’d like the lait ; ha, ha, ha! Chous'd quotha! 
. But hark ye, let him know at the fame time, that if he dare 
to report ‘I trick'd him of it I shall recommend a Jawyerto 
him fhall fhew him a trick for twice asmuch. D’ ye hear? 
jell him that. 
‘Mur. So, and this is the way you ufeagentleman, and 
ny friend! ; oa 
Is the wretch thy friend? f nd 
Me ‘he wretch! look ye Madam, don’t call names 
> _tgad T won't take it. ‘\ 
Miran, Why, youton’t beat me, will you? Ha, ha! 
Mix. 1 don’t know whether 1 will or no. 
Sif Fran, Sir, I fhallmakea fervant fhew you out at the 
window if you are faucy. 
Mar. tam your moft humble fervaat Guardian ; Idefign 
0 go out thefame way [came in, I would only afk thislady 
me quettion, Don’t you think be’s a fine geutleman ? 
¢ Bir Fran, Who's a fine gentleman? 
Mar. Not you Gardy, not you! Don’t you think in your 
‘oul that Sir George Airy is a very fine geatleman? 
Miran. He drefies well. ‘ 
Sir Fran, Which is chiefly owing to his tailorand valet 
Je chambre. 
Mar. Well! and who is your drefs owing to, ha? There's 
beau Ma’am—do but look at him! 
Sir Fran. Sirrahs “>> ’ 
pf. And if being a beau beaproof of his being afine 
*SMlar. efor Wy Me st of 
Mar. He why Le fo! Wify, Ma’am, the judicious part 
: world allow him wit, courage, gallantry, ay, apdeco~, 
1 









bias 


Jew, aan it Serato tana were 

I sir Georges you, you; you—— ~ 
Miron, Oby don't call ste tam yo love to ‘be 
ee Ne eee jcarry hima 


Mar. According as I like it. Whatisit? © A 
Miran, Noy, a kind one you thay be fures—Firf tll, ~ 
“Heim I have chofe this gentleman to have and to hold, and 
fo forth. ©, Clapping her band inte Sir Frat 

Mar. Much good may do youb 
ve Sir PraneOhthedear’ Idote on her! [. 

~ ‘Miran. And advife his ‘inence to trouble me no 
sore, for } prefer Sir Francis for a hufband before all the 


in the wniverfes 
far. Ob Lord, oh Lord! fhe*s bewiteh'd, that ’s cer- 
tic Here’e a hufbapd forveight@@a—bere’r a sitbit for'a 


Eh, ae t foape, an air yand a grace—here 
onan a leathern bag—[Turning Sir Francis ] 
. “s buckram and canvafs to {crub you to repentance." 
on dr Fro ‘Sirrah, my cane fhall teach you repenténce 


Mar. No faith, Thave felt its twin brother from j 

fuelia wither’ hand too itoeth ‘ 

© Miran. One thin; rie into tp othe 
tec hor oi re edd al Dead 

Ci faluted 

wie ilo ight, ashe Saar eee 

(| “Sir Fran. Oh moniftrous! Why, Chargy, did he ule to 

k to 

hep "ner deferibed juit fuch’another man ~ 


that always wateh'd his coming out, and fain v:nu'd Rave 
ER Eaehcec in ba all find parm 
if he comes thie night, 
~. Piltels and? gad a warm 
1 Thali take care'to Sabri of yo 
pith end White him to keep Farther off 


ae “a aa 





Sa Gre 
‘ Miran. T hope he will underftand my meanin, better 
than to follow your advice. ei 
ome "Thou batt fign'd, feal’d, and ta’en pofle 
ae Biko lace hase Mept ace poarnancone 
box, let me have no more of your mei 
‘efign to inherit your eftavg gentleman. 
ts Whj, *tisnow. Sure 1 thail be out of your 
clutches one day-}-Well, guardian, I fay no more> but if 
AL. You be.not ae arrayta cuckold as e’er drove bargain upon 
ithe Exchange, or aid attendance to a court, I am the 
fon of a whetftone; and fo your humble fervant. [Exit 
Miran. Mr. Marplot, don’t forget the meflage: ha, ha, 
ha, ha! 
Mar. Nang, nang, nang! (Exit. 
Sir Fran, Lam fo provok’d—'tis well he’s gone. 
Miran. Oh, mind him not Gardy, but let ’sfign articles, 
*  anththen—— 
Sir Fran. Andthen--AdadIbelieve lam metamorphos'd, 
my pulfe beats high, und my blood boils, meio 
[Kiffing and Bugging 
Miran. Oh fy Gardy! be not fo violent: contigs 
market lafts all the year.—Well; I'll in, and fee if 
wyer be come: you 'll follow ? [2sit. 
s Sir Fran. Ay, to the world’send my dear! Well Frai 
thowart a lucky fellow in thy old age to have fuch a dell- 
cate morfel, and thirty thoufand pounds, in love with thee. 
hall be the envy of bachelors, the glory of married men, 
and the wonder of the Town. Some guardians would be 
Jad to compound for part of the eilate at difpatching an 
cirefs, but I engrofs the whole. O/ midi prateritos referet 
Fupiter annos, (Exit. 
Scene changes to a tavern, difcovers Sir Groce =a 
Cuarces with ‘wine before them, and Wiisrer waiti 
, _ Sir'Geo. Nay, prithee don’t be grave Charles; misfors 
tunes will happen. Ha, ha, ha! *tis fome comfort to have 

‘a companion in our fufferings. 

+ Cha. Lam only mtchentisblie Mabinda ; her father’s 
humour is npc and how far his jealoufy may tran= 
*,  .fport bx er undoing fhocks my foul to think, 

y But fince you efcap’d undifcover’d by him his 
will quidkly lath inva calm, never fear it. 
/ Cla, But who knows what that unlucky deg Narplot 


Ny . 
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Kim, ‘nor can I ‘imagine what broughtehim hither: 
t fellow is ever doing mifchiefy and yet to give him hie 
due he never defigns its Thitisifome blindering advera® 
ture wherein he rit 2 Mi friendfhip ashe call * 
it: a curfe on him! t. 
Sir Geo. Then you mult forarre him. Whavfatid he 
Cha. Said! may | had more mind to cart ‘iiis throat'tha 
to hear his excufes. { 
» Sir Geo. Where ishe? 
Whifp. Six, 1 faw him go into Sir Krancis Gripe’s jult 







now. 

Cha. Ob! then he’s upon your bufinefs Sir George: 
a thoufand to one but he makes fome miflake there too. , 

Sir Gee. Impoflible, without belufis the lady and makes | 
Jove to Sir Francis. 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw. Mr. Marplot is below gentlemen, and defee 
to know if he may have leave to wait upon ye. 

__£€l. How civil the rogue is when he has done a fault! 
Sir Ged Ho! defire him to walk up. Prithee, Charles, 
throxf“off this chagrin, and be good company. 

ha. Nay, hang him, I'm not angry with him. Whif- 
per, fetch me Rey ink, and paper. 

4 Whifp. Yes Si [Exit Whifper. 

Luter Manrvor. 

Cha. Do-but mark his theepifh look Sir George. 

Mar. Dear Charles! don’t overwhelm a man already 
ander infupportable aflliction, I’m fure I always intend 
to ferve my friends, but if my malicious ftars deny the 
bappinefs is the fault mine? 

ir Geo. Never mind him Mr. Marplat ; -he is eat up 
with fpleen. But tell me what fays Miranda? 

Mar. Says!—nay, we are al! undone there too. 

Cha Lt you fo; nothing profpers that he undertakes, , 

Mar. Why, can L help ber having chofe your fether* 
for better for worle? 

Su; there’s another of Fortune’s ftrokes. I fup: 
pofe I fhall be edg’d out of my eftate with twins sey 
year, let who will get ’em. 

‘Sir Gea, What ! is the woman really poffefs'd? 

Mar. Yes, with the fpirit of eontradictioh: the rail ’ 
qopss prodigioufly. 

co. That’s no ill Ggn. Ba 
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7 ‘ausven avith peny ink, and paper, 
Mor, Toad fey. wena poodTiga yon Liew 
*@~Sir Geo Why, prithee?” ~ oe 

Mari Hark’e, Sir Georges let me warn you; purine 
d= your old haunt no more ; it may be dangerous. 3 
a [Charles fits down to write. ~ 


Sir Geo. My Od haunt! what do you mtean? 

Mar. Why in hort then, fince you will have it, Miranda 
yowsifyou dare approach the garden-gateat eight o’clockey 
as you us'd, you /Mill meet with a warm reception. . 

Sir Geo. A warm reception! 

Mar. Ay, avery warm receplion—you thal be faluted 
with a blunderbufs Sir. Thefe were her very words: ‘nay ~ 7 
fhe bid me tell you fa too. ¢ 
Sir Geo. Hal the garden-gate at eight, as Dus'd to dot 
here mui be meaning inthis. Isthere fuch agate Charles? 
lar. Le there fuch a gate Charles? 

Cha. Yes, yebs it opens into the Park : 1 fuppofe her 


Ladythip has made-muny a feamper thro’ it, 
Sir Geo. It mutt be an affignation then, ae 
lor!” 






{prings for joy ; ’tisa propitious omen, My dear M 
let me embracethee; thouart my friend, my betterangel 

Mar. What do you mean Sir George ? 

Sir Geo. No matter what I mean. Here, take a bumper 
to the garden-gate, you dear rogue you! 

Mar. You have reafon to be tranfported Sir Georges 
Thave fav’d your life, 

SirGeo. Myllife! thowhaft fav’dimy foul man. Charles, | 
if thou doft not pledge this health may’ft thowtnever tafte 
the joys of love. 

‘ha. Whifper, be fure you take care how you deliver 
this, [Gives him ihe leter.] Bring me the anfwer to my_ 


lodgings. 
a WBipcL wastant you Sir, 
Mar, Whither docs that letter go? Now dare not Lafle « 


for my blood —That fellow knows more fecrets than I : 
’ [Exit Weips —4 







w Fm for yous 
 Tothegarden-gateatthehourofeightCharles: 
3 huzaat “y 1 
a. T begin to conceite you. " 
gf Mar. That's morethiat] do egad—To the gardeg gate : 
‘ ° 4 
a 4. 
[= . as | 
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, 1 LDrinks. defign to keep far 
© enough off on’t Sir George. ing =e 
Sir Geo. Ay, ay, never fear that ; the fhall fee I defies 
lier frowns 5 let her ufe thejblunderbufs againft the next 
© — fool ; fhe fha’n’t reach me with the fmoke I warrant her,” 
|< ha, ha, ha! 20K 
' Mar. Ab Charles! if you could receife a difappoint- 
y 





ment thus emcavalier, one thould have fome comfort ia 
being beat for you. : 
Gha, The fool comprehends nothings 
Sir Geo. Nor would Ihave him. Prithee take him along 
with thee. 
Cha. Enough. 
Sir Geo. Lkifs both your hands—And now for the | 
garden-gate. 
It's beauty gives the affignation thers, 
And love too pow'rful grows t’admit of fear. Lixin, 
Cha, Come, you fhall go home with me. 
225 Shall I! and are swe friends Charles ?—Iam gladof it. 
Come along. [Exit Charles. 
* Mar. Egad Charles’ afking me to go home with him 
ides me a threwd fufpicion there ’s more in the gardeae 
gate than I comprehend. Faith F'll give him the drop, 
and away to.Gardy’s and find it out. CExit. 





ACT Iv. 


Scene, theoulfideof SirJearous Trarricn’s hou, Parc 
peeping out of the door. 
Enter Wisp rr. 

; Wuisrer. 
| HAs Mrs. Patch, this is a lucky minute, to find you fo. 
» seadily ; my mafter dies with impatience. 
| ‘Patch, My lady imagin’d fo, and by her orders I have 
| been-fcouting this hour in fearch of you, to inform you 

that Sir Jealous has invited fome friendsto {upper with im 
|. to-night, which gives an opportunity to your alter to . 
make ufe of his ladder of ropes. The clofet windoWhall 
be open, and Ifabinda ready to receive him. Gid him cole 
immediately. 

Whifp. Excellent! he'll not difappoint, I warrant him. | 


io 2 






—Bat hold, Thave which I’m 

{wer to. I cann’t-think what language the direétion is. 
‘Patch. Pho! 'tisno Inieuages ut a charaéter which the 
lovers invented to avert very-—Ha! T hear my pid 

“ymalter coming down ftairss itis impoflible you fhould have 








fan anfwerssaway, and bid him-come himfelf for that. Bes 


gone, we’re riff 
care fincesthe laf} accident. 
Whifp. I go, Ngo. [Exin, 
Paich. There, ko thou into my pocket. [ Pats it befide, 
and it falls down.) Now I'll up the back ttairsdeft I meet 
him—Well, a dexterous chambermaid is the ladies’ bedt 


’d if you’re-feen, for he has doubled his 





Sir Feal. Sc, this is fome comfort; this tells me that 
“Pignior Don Diego Babinetto is fafely arriv'd. He fhall 
. hiaery my daughter the minute he comes—Ha, ba! what’s 

here? [ Takes up the letter Patch dropp'd. | A letter! 1 don't 
know what tosmake of the {uper{eviption. 


utenfl I fry. (Exit, 4 
il Enter Sir Yeavous, with a letter in his hand. - 








. 1] rhs 
withinfide.—[Opens it, ] —Humph—'t is He tens . 


‘What can this meani—There mult be fome tyichxin its 


«This wascertainly defign’d for my daughter; but I don’t 


sknow that the can fpeak any language but her mother 
tongue.—No matter for that; this may be one of mA 
hicroglyphicks; and I fancy I faw Paich’s tail fweep by : 
that wench may be a ut, and inftead of guarding my ho~ 
nour betray it. I'll find it out, 1’m refolv’d—* Who’s 
“there? 

Enter Servant. 


“What anfwer did you bring from the gentlemen I fent 


“ you to invite? 


Serv. That they %d all wait on you Sir, as I told you, 


“before; but I fuppofe you forgot Sir. . 
« Sir Feal. “ Did Tio Sir? but I tha’ n’t forget to break 
“ your head if any of them come Sir. 
Serv. * Come Sir! why, did not you fend me todefire 
their company Sir? 






Sir Fegl. * But 1 fend you now to defire their abfence. 
,— * Sapf have fomething extraordinary fallen out; which 
gills me abroad contrary to expeétation, and afk their 
- ardons Ad, d’ ye hetr, fend the butler to me. ; 
Serv Yes Sir. ters [Bait 
Sere Di 
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+ Enter Borikes 
Tf this paper has a meaning I'l find it— 








ho 
Sir 
“cook fend {upper thither prefently. 
Bush. “Yes Loar: tt 
- *  LBsit! 
Sir. Jeal. “ Hee wants the eyes of Argugeiiat has a youn 
 handfome daughter in this town ; but/my comfort is 
 thall not be troubled long with her. ‘He that pretend 
to rule a girl once in her teens had batter beat fea in a 
“ ftorm, and would be in lefsdanger ; 
* For let him do or counfel all he can 
+ She thinks and.dreams of nothing elie but man, [Bxit. 
Scent, Isauinpa’ochamber. \ 
Tsaninpa and Parcn. } 





“ em cloth-in cay denagiitae chamber, and bidke a 





ry! what’s the matter nowie¢ 


Tab. Axe you {ure nobody faw you {peak to Whifper? ~~ 


"atch. Yes, very Sure Madam; but I heard Sir Jealéus 
coming down ftairs, fo-clapt his letter into my pocket. 
aan [Fale for the letter 

t A letter f give it me quickly. 
: -Blefs:me! what's become on’t—I’m fure I put 
it [Searching fill. 

Hab. 1s it pofible thou couldft be fo carelefs?—Oh ¥~ 
Tp undone for ever if it be loft. 

Patch, Vmoft have dropt it upon the fairs. But why 
are you fo muchalarm'd? if the worft happens nobody can 
ead it Madam, nor find out wliom it was defign’d for. 

Mab. If it falls into my father’s hands the very figure of 
a letter will ill confequences. Run and Jook for 
it upow the ftairs thismoment. 

Patch. Nay, I’m fare it can be no where elfe—[As 

foe's going out of the door mests the iutler.] How now, what 
do you want? 

tl. My maffer ordered me to lay the cloth here for , 
fupper. 

Tab, Ruin’ pat redemption (Afide. 

atch. You miftake fure. What thalk we do? 

Tab. 123 t he expected company to-night—Oh 
poor Charles! oh unfortunate Iabinda ! 

Butl. 1 thought fo too Madam; but I fi fe 
altered his mind. [Lays the nd 

‘Sab. The letter isthe caufe. This heedlefs 









har 


me. Fly and faften the clofet window, which will a 


. 









‘a gir Chena to cir. at my futher! ico 


“Px Feal. Hold, h Pooks ehitbe going 2 
ir Feal (ol old, wl Tr are ? 
\. ALI have nobody itir out of the room till after lop, 
Patch, Siry Twas going to reach your ealy che Oby 
wretched accident! 
Sir Feal. 11) have nobody ttir out of the room. I don’t 
4 ‘want my eafy chair. * 
- Jfab. What will be the event of this? (Afide. 
Sir Feal. Hark ye daughter, doryou know this hand? 
Zab. As 1 fufpected—Hand do you call it Sir? 'tis- 
fome {choolboy’s ferawl. 
Patch. Oh Invention! thouchambermaid’s bett friend,- 
\. affift me! 
rN Sir Feal. Are you fare you don’t underftand it? 
o [Patch feels in her bofom and foakes her coats, 
Tab. Do you underitand it Sir? 
Sir Feal. T yith T did. es 
ifab. Thank Heav'n you do not. rt 
Know no more of it than you do, indeed Sir 
Patch. Oly Lord, O Lord! what have you done Sir? 
why, the paper is mine; I dropp’d it out olay bofom. 
L [Snatching it from hint. 
Sir Feal. Ha! your’s Miftrefs? 
Jfab. * What does the mean by owning it?” 
Patch. Yes Sir it ise 
it? fpeak. 
charm for the toothakt—I have 
3 ‘twas given me by an angel for 
ught I know, when I was raving with the pain, for no 
wdy knew from whence Ne came nor whither he went- 
de charg’d me never to open it left fome dire vengeance: 
vefall me, and Heaven knows what will be the event. Oh 
ruel misfortune! that I thould drop it and you fhould. 
pen it—If you had not open’d it— 
ee * Excellent wench!” L a ‘| 
bd of your charms aud whims for me! if that 
: € ae eect cnough: there, there, buen it, and I war- 








m1 no vengeance will follow. 
atch. Sokli’s right again thus far. Mfides 
Tot. \ would not lofe Patch for the world—Tl take 


“ge akttle. {-dfde.) Is this ufage for your daughter 


- s 7. 1 


t 








amy virt 

trifle? You immure me like fome dire o' here, and 
deny me all the recreations which my fex enjoy, and-trce 
cuftom of the country, “ dnd modefty,” allow; yet not 
content with that you make my confinenient more intox~ 4 
lerable by your miftrufts andjcaloufies. Would I were dead 
fo I were free from this. * 

Sir eal. To-morrow rids you of this tirefome load: 
Don Diego Babinetto will be her and then my care ends 


and his begins. ait 
Tab. Ishecome then ?—Od how hall I avoid thishated 
marriage! [Hide 


Enter Servants with fupper. 
Sir Feal. Come, will you fit down? 


Lfab. Ucann’t eat Sir. ’ 
Poseh. No, I dare fwear he hasgiven her fupper enough + 
I with I could get into the clofet. (Aka. 


Sir Feal. Well, if you canu’t eat, then give me a fong 
‘lft do. 







‘q-« hhavelfach a cold T can fearce peak Sir, much 


peanut fhall 1 prevent Charles coming in? Lie 


Sir Feal. | hope you have the ufe of your fingers 
dam. Play a tune upon your fpinet whilft your womur~ 
fings me a fong. 
* Patch, \’mas much out of tune as my lady, if he knew 
. [Afide. 
Lab. 1 thall make excellent mufick. [Sitsdowntoplay. 
Patch, Really, Sir, Lam fo frighted about you opening 
this chart that I cann’t remember one fong. 
Sir Jeal. Pifh! hang your charm! come, come, fing any 


ing. 
Paich. Yes, U'm likely to fitg truly. [4fide.] Humph, 
humps bles me! Teann’traife my voices my beart pane 


Sir Feal. Why, what, does your heari pant fo that you * 
gann’t play neither? Pray what key are you in, ha? 
Patch. Ah, would the key was turn’d cn you once. 

Sir Feal. Why don’t you fing I fay? wf « 
Paich. When Madam has put her fpinet in tundsQirs 
bomph, humph— % ‘ . 
© Hub. Lcannot play Sir, whatever ails me. [Rif 

. . ve 
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Sir Feal. Zounds! fit down andplay mea tune,or I'l 
break the fpinnet about your ears. 
«2 Yfab. What will become of me? [Sits doeun and plays. 
Bir eal. Come, Miftrefs. [To 
Patch: Yes Sit. (Sings, but horridly out of tune. 
Sir Jeal. Hey, hey ! why, you are a-top of the houfe, 
and you are down in the cellar. What is tht meaning of 
this ? is it an purpofe to crofs me, ha? 
Patch. Pray Madam, take it a little lower; I cannot 
reach that note—nor any note I fear. 
Yai. Well, begin—Oh Patch! we thall be difcover’d- 
Patch. I fink with apprehenfion Madam.—Humph, 
+ humph—[Sing:.] [Charles opens the clofet door. 
Cha, Mufick and finging! 
°Tis thus the bright celeftial court above 
Beguiles the hours with mufick and with love, 
Death! her father there! [The women fbrick.] then I muft 
Ry—[Esit into the clofet.) [Sir Fealous rifes up’ haflily fees 
ing Charles. eee into the clofet.) ° ae. 
Sir Feal. Hell and Furies!’ man in tI ‘a 
Patch. Ah! a ghoft! a ghoft !—He muft not| the 
elofet— (Wabinda throws herfelf down before the clofet daor 
as in a fwoon, 
Sir Feal. The devil! I°l make a ghoft of him I warrant 
you. peter to get by. 
Patch. Oh hold Sir, have a care; you'll tread upon my 
4y—Who waits there? bring fome water. Ot the 
mes of your opening the charm. Oh, oh, oh, oh! 
[Weeps aloud. 
Sir Feal. I'll charm youhoufewife. Here lies the charm. 
‘at conjur’d this fellow in 1’m fure on’t. Come out you 
feal, ‘do fo. Zounds! take her from the door or I'l 
urn her from it, and break your neck down flairs. 
«Lab, He’s gone; Lheard him leap down. 
(Afide to Patch. 
Patch. Nay then let him enter—* Here, here, Madam, > 
{mell to this: come, give me your hand; come nearer to 
the winglow ; the air will do you good.”” 
Sirgfeal. 1 wou'd the were in her grave. Where are | 
rah ? Jian! robber of my honour! I'll pull you 
vt of your Heit. a {Goes into the clofet- 
. - Patch, You'll be miftaken old gentleman 5 the bird ie j 
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© Ife, Pen glad have 






in earneft with the fright. 
Reenter Sir Jeavvs out of the clofet. 4 
SirFeal. Whoever the dog were he has efcap’d out of ', 
the window, for the fath is up: but tho’ he is got out.of % 
my reach you are not. And firft, Mrs. Pandar, with your 
charms for the toothake, get out of my. houfe, go, troop; 
yet hold, flay, I'll fee you out of my doors myfelf; but 
I'll fecure your charge ere I go. : 
Yab. What do you mean Sir? was fhe not a creature of 
your own providing ? 
Sir Jeal. She was of the devil’s providing for ought T 
know. : 
Patch, What have I done Sirto merit your difplesfure ? 
Sir Feal. \ don’t know which of you have done it, but 
ou fhall both fuifer for it, till I can difeover whofe! guile ~ 
itis, Go, get in there ; Ill move you from this fide of the 
houle. [ Pufhes Hatinda in at she door and lockrit, puts the k 
in bispocket.] Lil keep the key myfelf; L’Utry what gho 





you irs. 

Patch. Ah, my poor lady! ‘Down fleirs Sir! but I 
won’t go out Sir till I have lock’d up my clothes. 

Sir Feal. If thou wert as naked as thou wert born thou 
fhouldit not ftay to put on a fmock. Come along I fay. 
When your miftrefs is marry’d you fhall lave your rags 
and every thing that belongs to you; but till then— 

[Exit pulling her out, 

Patch. Oh barbarous ufage for nothing ! 

Reenter ai the lower end. 

Sir Feal. There, go, and come no more within fight of 

my habitation thefe three days I charge yous 
é (Slaps the door after hers 

Patch, Did ever any body fee fuch an old moniter! 
Enter Cuarres. 

Oh Mr. Charles! your affairs and mine are in an ill:pos 
ure. 
Cha. 1 am inur’d to the frowns of fortune; but what 
has befall’n thee? 

Pate, Sir Jealous, whofe fufpicious nature is 
on the watch, nay, even while one eye fleeps thes 
‘Keeps centinel, upon fight of you flew into fuch a viole1 
pallon that Icou’d find no ftratagem to appeafe him, but!” 


Wale fs jus Mat room: aad now forfooth 1’ll wait on 
ita 
A 
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ppertment, and turn’d me out of doors. ad 
Oba. Ha! oh Ifabinda! + 
- Patch, And {wears the fhall fee neither fun nor moon 
till fie is Dou Diego Babinetto’s wife, who arrived aif 
nights as is expected with impatience. 

Cha. He dies; yes, by all the wrongs of love he hall: 
liere will I plant myfelf, and through my breait he thall 

|. make his paffage if he enters. 

Paich. A molt heroick refolution ! there might be ways 
found out more to your advantage: policy is often pre« 

| ferr’d to open force. 

Cha. Lapprehend you not. 

Patch. What think you of perfonating this Spaniard, 
impoling upon the father, andmarrying your miftrefs by 
-L's own confent? 

+. *€la, Say'ft thou fo my angel! Oh, cou’dthat be done, 
my life to come wou'd be too fhort to recompenfe thee : 
bat how can I do that when I neither know what fhep he 
came in, nor from what part of Spain, whiy reeoRpyids ** 
him, or how attended. . 

Patch, 1 can folve all this. He is from Madrid, his 

father’s name Don Pedro Quefto Portento Babinetto. 

* Here's « letter of his to Sir Jealous, which he dropt one 

y+ You underiland Spanith, ond the hand may be coun 
rfeited. You conceive me Sir. . 

¢ Cha, My better genius! thon haft reviv’d my drooping. 

. I'll about it inftantly. Come to my lodgings and 

oh concert matters. ELxennt, 
3cENe a garden-gate open, Scextwert waiting within, 
Enter Sir Geoace Airy. 

Sir Geo. So, this is the gate, and molt invitingly open, 
‘there fhould be a blunderbufs here now, what a dread- 
I ditty would my fall make for fools, and what a jeft for 
¢ wits! how my name would be roar’d about the itreets! 
Fell, I°Ul venture all. 

“Scent. Hilt, hift! Sir George Airy— (Enters 

Sir Geo. A female voice! thus far I’m fafe—My dan? 
Scenty 8, I'm not your dear, but 1'jl conduct youts 
ote feesed athy 8 ur hand ; you mnit go thro’ many a dark 











before you arrive— 
‘ir Geo. ee: tmuft_before I arvive at Paradifes 
+ therefore be quick By charming guide. 


halite ‘ fous 


; ‘ Sceat, For ng ves pasta 


and away. - 
Sir Go. Herey here, child; you cann’t be half fo fwift 
as my defires. [Exeunt. - 
5 Scews, thehof. ° + > C 
7 Enter Manas ¢ 
Miran. Well, let me reafoa 2 Tile with my mad feif- 
Now, don’t I tranfgrefs all rules to venture upon a man 
without the advice of the grave and wife! But then a rigid . 
knavifh guardian who would have marry’d me—to whom? 
Seen to ea nandons {OF or nobody. Sir George is what L 
have try’d in converfation, inquir’d into his character, 
and am fatisfied in both. Then his love! who would have , 
givena hundred pounds only to have feen a woman he had 
not infinitely lov’d? So I find my liking him has furnith’d 
me with arguments enough of his fide; aud now the only 
doubt remains whether he will come or no. 
Enter Scextwerr and Sir Georct. 
Cin Sees 's refolv’d Madam, for here’s the knight. 
[Exit Scenteell. 
* Sg xed do T once more behold that lovely objeét 
whofe tea fills my mind, and forms say pleafing dreams! 
Miran, What, beginning again in heroicks!|—Sir 
George, don’t you remember how little fruit your laft 
oration produc’d? Not one bare Single word in 





A Sir "Geo, Hal the voice of my incognita !—Why did 
you take ten thoufand ways to captivate a heart your eyes 
alone had vanquifh'd? 

iran, “ Prithee”” no more of thefe fights; ‘ for ur 
**time’s but fhort, and we muf fall to bufinefs."” Do you 
think we can agree on that fame terrible buybear matri- 
mony without hegrtily repenting on both fides? 

Sir Gea. It has been my wifh fince firt my loagiag eyes 
beheid you. ‘J 

Miran. “ And your happy ears drank in the pleafing 
** news I had therty thoufund pounds. 

Sir Geo.  Unkind! did T rot offer you, in thofe, pur- 
“+ chas’d minutes, to run the rife of your fortune, fo you 
“ wou'd but fecure that lovely perfon to my armsin. 

Miran. *« Weil, if you have fuch love iind te: 
*fince our wooing has been Ieeet hay See 

4 


a 





“Scent. Ohno! ie cid fe Siren AS 

Miran, Here, here, here} can you condefeend to land 
behind this chimneyboard Sir George? 

“Sir Geo. Any where any we ,dear Madani! without 
«eremony. % 

Scent. Come, come, Sir, lie clofe—— 

[They put him bebind the chineeyhtari.> 
Enter SinFeancis and Maxexor, Sir Frances peeling an 
orange. 

Sir Fran. Tcou’d not gd, ‘hot “tis upon life anddeath, 
‘without taking leave of dear Chargy. Befides, this fellow 
huzz'd into my ears that thou might’ft be fo defperate as 
vo foot that wild rake which haunts the ganden-gatey and 
that would bring us into trouble dears—— 

Miran, So Marplot brought you back then? 

Mar. Yes, J Brought bim backs 

Miran. Vm oblig’d to him for that Trnifure, 








ity at Morplot afdes’ 


CErow 
" Mar; By het looks fhe means he’s not oblig’d to me. I 
‘have déne fom mifchief now, but what Jcann't imagine. 
" Sir Fran, Well, Chargy; Uhave bad threesmeffengers to 
come to Epfom to my neighbour Squeeeum’s, who fir ell 
this vaft riches ja departin [Sighs 
« Mar. Ay, fee what idf you ufarers muft come'to. © 
Gir Fran, Peace, you young knavel Sore forty years 
dence I may think on’t—But, Chargy, I'll be with thee 
caubndonetshe thofe pretty eyes are open;.1 willy Dwill, 
*Chargy3 I'll roufe yor h—Here, Mrs. Seentwell, 
Jift-up your lady's ssumagrbosees that 1 ey: throw my 
peel. in, and not litter her chamber, 
Miran, Oh my ftars! what will become of us aow? 
* Scents pie ict Sir give itme; Tove icabbre elchiiie 
in nature, in Ido. 


Sir Fran. No, no, buffy; Anim the green pip ‘ale 


[Gres towards the chimney, 
Miran. Hold, ‘hol hold tess Gedy Thavea, aya, 
a, a, monkey fhut up there, and if. 1a open it before the 
man’comes that is to tameit, *tis fo wild "twill break all 
my china or get away, ai and that would break my Soni 
baa fond'on’r to diftrattion, next thee dear 
2 [la a flattering 
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~ready; 1’Il have 80 
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Sir Fran, Wal, well; Chargy, Twon't open it; the fhall 
have her monkey poot rogue! Here, throw this peel out 
of the window. [Exit Scentwell. 

Mar. A moukey! dear Madam Tet mefeeit; Lean tame 
amonkéy as well as the beft of them all, ‘Oh how love 
the little miniatures of man! 

Miron, Be quiet, Mifchief! and flagd farther from the 
Shinteyatesot fhall not fee my monkey—why fure— 

[Striving sith him, 

Mir, ForElear’s! "s fake, dearMadam ! let me but 
to'fee if it be as pretty as Lady Fiddle Faddle’s. Has it 
gota chain? 

+ © Miran. Not yet, but I defign it one hall lait its lifes 
time. Nay, youshall not fee it- ‘Look Gardy how he 
teafes me! 

«Sir Frau. getting beteveen bim aad the chimney.], Sixrah, 
firmly, let my Chargy’s monkey alone, or bamboo thall fly 
about your gare. What! is there no dealing with you? 

Mar. Pugh, pox of the monkey! here’ peut Twit, . 
he mey rival you, 

Enler a Servant 

Serv. Sir, they have put two more horfes to the orale 
as you order’d, and ’tis ready at the door, 

Sir Fran, Well, 1 am going to be executer 5 better fpr 
thee jewel. B’ye Chargy; one bufs!—I’mglad shania 
got a.monkey to divert thee alittle, 

Miran. 'Thank’e dear Gardy !—Nay, I'll fee ponte to 
the coach, 

Sir Fran. That’s kind adad, 

Miran. Come along Impertinence. [To Marples. 

Mar. flepping back. Exzud 1 will fee the moukey now. 

Lifts up the board and difeovers Sir George.\ OQ Lord! O 
rd! ‘Thieves! thieves! Murder! 

« . Sin Geo. Danin ye,youunlucky dog! *tis 1, Which way 

Shall I get out? thew meinitantly, or 1’ll cut-yourthroat. 

. Mars Undone, undone! At that door there, “ But 
% hold, hold ae ep naa 10 brit noe ofl off, 
voit [de rane of abe is down fome china. 

eal RANCH, crate ScextWELly 

enmedwhat’s the matter? 
erie ut toad what have you done? ~ 
Negra sj ‘Lbeg of youtoforgivema Long- 
yeh \ La 

















ing to fee the monkey, I did but juft raife'up the 
and it flew over my thoulders, feratch’d all ss So 
yon” china, and whifked out of the windows | 
+Fir Fran, Where, where iste firrab?’ + 
Mar. There, there Sir Francis, upon ‘your neighbour ee 
mazan’s pantiles, . 
Sir Fran. Wasigver fach an unlucky rogue! Sirrah, I 
forbid you my houfe. Call the fervants to preps 
again. Pug, Pug, Pug! I wou'd tlay myfelf to look it, but 
that you know my carneft/bufinels, = 
Scent. Oh, my lady willbe bett to lure it back ;.allthem 
creatures love my lady extrem 
Miran. Go, go, dear Gardy! Th ‘T fhall recover it. 
Sir Fran. Bye, b’ye, dearee! Ah, Mifchief! how 
look now! B’ye, b’ye. C 
Miran Scentwell, eebim inthe coach, and bringmewor. 
Scent. Yes Madam. (Exit. 
Miran. So, Six, ~~ have done yourfriend a fignal piece 
of fervicg Th 
Mar. Why, sok you Madam, if T haveicommitted a 
fault thank quale no man is more ferviceable when Lam. 
let into'a fecret, ‘and none more unlucky at finding it out. 
‘Who cou'd divine your meaning; when you talk’d of 
blunderbufs who thought of a rendezvous? and when you 
talk’d of a monkey who the devildreamt i or es 
Miran. A fign you couverle but little with our 
when you cann’t reconcile contradiétions. 
Enter Scentwetr. 
Scent, He’s gone Madamy-as fait as the coach ‘aa fix, 
ean carry him- 





Sir Guorct. 
Sir Geo. Then I 
Men eee Mime teste 
ace, On my foul I never’ tie 
PGirGea Ldarefwire netscape cr 
to forgive him. ~ 
: Welly Sin Geohge, he canbe feercts 4 


Mar. Sees pemrsimpe iy e op ls ie 
trulked. 


‘Sir Gee. Why, "tie wie 
Scent. Madama, here Ses 


‘on yous ~ 
Miran. Bring her up. ry 


6 











Aai¥. ~~ THERUSY-BODY, 
etre See D Enter Parcne 
‘How do ye Mrs. Pateh? What news from nate lady? 

“Patch. That’s for your private gar Madam. Sir George, 
eens "sa friend. of your's has an Urgent occafion for yque 

anc. es) 

Sir Geo His name. 

Patch: Charles. . 

Mar. Ra! then there 's fornething' afoot that I know 
nothing of, I?ll wait on-you Sir George. 

Sir Geo. A third perion-may not be proper perha| 
As foon.as T have difpatched my own alfairs'l am at ies 
fervicer Vl fend my fervant to tell Anil: ‘M wait onhim 

+ jwhalf av hour. « 
i Miran. How came you employed in ‘Bis meflage Mrs, 
atch ? 

« Patch. Want of bufinefs Madam; I am difcharg’dby 
any mailer, but hope to ferve my lady .Uill, 

ary wi How!difchargid! you mutt tell me the whole 

within. 

Patch, With all my heart Madam, ye 

Mar. Telit: bere Mrs, Patch, Pith, Pox! I with T wete 
fairly out of the houfe, I find marriag? is the end of this 
fecret ; and. cow Lam half mad to know what Charles wants 
Aim for. (fig. 

Sir Geo. Madam, I'm Youbly peefs'd by love and friend 
fhip». This exigence admits of uo delay, Shall wemake 

lot of the party? 
fitan, Lf you'll run the hazard Sir George; 1 believe 
he means wi 

Mar. Nags andy, for my part I defire to-be let into no~ 
thing; I’ll begone,therefore praydon’t miltruit me. [ Going. 

Sir Geo. So, now he has a mind to be gone to Charles: 
but not knowing what affairs he may have apon dis 

« { handsat prefent'\—I ‘mm refolv’dhe tha’ n't fire No, Mr. 
“Marplet, spew se leave us; we waht & hare nL 


J [ Takes def tin. 
Mar eechibedcnatiaseta be gone in my 
_ Miran. then ;.ifwefailan'the voyagethank 


eee taking thieilitgera gentleusan on besa 


- si ‘ace anne prove ; 
5% ee x 
a Sieg and Biibands, 









TW or Ca 
up 








Sir Geo. Marplat. i ececmate 
«Mar, €ntering. 7 Gl Tee Sr Gar jor 
ann’? you let one tie up one"s nea 
—— = Coun 
4 ACT V. - 
Enter Mirawpay! Pare, and Sctntweite, 9. 


Mirannas = 
"Warr Pateity T have done a'ftrange bold things my 
fate is determin'd, and-expeétation is’ nov more. 
avoid the impertinence and roguery of amold man I 
thrown myfelf into the extravagance of a young, ones ‘f 
he thoulddefpife, fight, or ufe me fre il, there’s no remedy 
froma hufband but the grave, and that’s terrible fan@a- 
ary to one of my age and conftitution. . 
4, Ot fear not Madain; you'll find your account i in 
+ Sir George Airy 3 it is im ible a man of fenfe thould ufe 
awoman illendued with 4 wit, and fortune. It muft 
be the lady’s fault if the does not wear'theunfathionable 
name of Wifeedfy, when nothing but complaifance anc 
good humour isrequifiteoneitherfideto makethem happy. 
« Miran. I Jong till Lam out of this houfe left any <4 
dent thould i eae back. Sceatwell, put 
deft eonsinne alk, ip tem nto thy pocket 
and let us march off to Sir Jealous’s) 6 - 
Seen’. Tt thall be done Madam. [Bwit Séent. 
Patch. Sir George will be impatient Madam. » If their 
‘plot fucceeds we fhall be well receiv’d;’ if not he will be 
able to iP ee us. Befides, Mong to: knowhow my young 


lad: 
7 toy old Mammon, and thy detefted walls! 
’ Twill be no more fweet Sir Francis! I thall/be compel’, 
Sooo longer to get mylown, 
and coax him with the w! samen Pore saad 
tana th O Heavns! 
Pig Ate fie Si asec 
Sir Fran. my fweet Chargy ! is 
ore leaieevar Gaayte tonamnivetoet, 
fool, betzay'ds ba toh nobody knows by whom, 
) Mira. Undone palt redemption! . de 


. 








Sir Fran. What! won't you fpeak to me Cha 2 
4 ann ri ith oy you owt “ 


to fay. 

Sic Frag. -Rpde-deaeigias Billo you knofichat wy 
foa, or Yome fuch rogue, to.rob or murder me, or both, 
contrived this journey? for upon the road met my neigh= 
bour Squeezum well, and coming to Town. 

Miran. Good lack! good lack | what tricks are there in 
this world!» 

Enter Scesvwerr witha diamond necklace in ber band, 

aot fecing Sir Fraxcis. 

Scent. “Madam, be pleas'd to tic this necklace on, for I 

+ canin’t get intothe— (Seeing Sir Fran. 

Miran. "The wench is a fool Ithink! cou’d you not 
have carried it to ye mended without putting it in the 
lx? 2 f 

Sir Fran. What’s the matter? 

jose pa Only,» ieee I pare her, it Mabe Your iu 
ufage has put every thi: it of my hea ut won't You, 

qonerdy and find out + thef fellows, and have’ them pu- 
etbed? and, 

Sir Fron: ‘Where thould I look for them child? no, I'll 
fit me down contented with my fafety, nor ftir out of my 
own doors till I go with thee to a parfon. 

Miran. afide} Lf he goes into his clofet Lam raiu'd, 
Oh blefs me!) in this fright Thad forgot Mrs. Patch. 

Paich. Ay Madam, and I ttay for your fpeedy anfwer. 

‘Miran. fides} inst geteinn cot oF the tioute houfe. Now 
affiit me Fortune! 

Sir Frage Mrs. Patch! I profefs I did not fee yous how 
doit thon de Mrs.Patch? Well, don’t you repent leaving 


my Chai 
if fen eur muk love her—but Icome now 
——Madem, what did i booine fan deventines ase 
at bin teal 








skeergoubiWtmonrs firlt minute Ire fees her the next 


: gtr, Ha ha, ha ie! I'd goif Tchoughteli ight 





te 2 





” of matrimony wou’ditempt-Chargy be ieger 8 \pro- 
re "There was a {mile, wee ies) a sen fila 
thofe pretty twin! amillion ~precions! 
am hi than the the Emperourof-Chi- 
na, or all the potentates that are notin wars. Splak, cen- 
itymake me leap outof my 
fran. When one has refolved "tis in vain to ftand fhill © 
T thall 1. If ever Lamarry pofitively this is my wedding day. 
Sir Fran. Oli! happy, happy man—Verily 1 willbe: 
peta fon the firlt night thall dilitherit that « Charles. 
have eftateenough to purehafe a barony, and be the im- 
inottaliaite the whale hin Dyrofthe Grapes, 
Miran. Come then Gardy, give me'thy hand s let’s to 
this ,houfe of Hymem, 
My choice is fix'd, lot gbod ‘or ilf betide.” 
Sir Fran. The joytul bridegroom 1, 





. Miran, And 1 the happy bride. [Bnafnt, 
Enter Sir Learned set lobes 
* Serv. Sir, here’sa co cones 
one of them calls himfel See Diego paeearee 
rete ‘eal. Ha! Signior Babinetto! admit vem sisialy. 
‘ul minutes L'il have my daughtermarry’d to-night. 
Eater Cnaxtssi ina Spanifh hatit, with pre a 


like a'merel 
. * Sir Foal Seahory bef iss manonvuera mesced ex muy 
Edin alae toy Shy hail, py el 
's foy muy-humilde, ymuy obligado cryado 
de vneftra merced: mi padre embia a vueftra merced, los 
inas profondos de fas tay 083, ya commiffionado’ ele 
mercadel ingles, de concluyr un negocio, que me haze ¢l 
mas dichofs hombre del mundo, haziendome fwyerno. 
Spent Tam glad n't, OPT End Thaes loi aecthat 
my . Sir, Lam your moft humblefervant. Signior 
pt te eer mp ee neyo . 






Sir Foals Ay, "tis his band, 
ge I 1% ag 






Sir Feal. |  eabeyot beccuato nop 
» Cha. If sented 1 
n 


Sin, FealaSiry I find by this u are a 
Pia leas “Lthink, Sir, he calls you Mel 
Sir Gotu a is my name Sir. ~ 
Sir xery namey aod very dig nts x 
. Chav Yesgfaith, if be knew all. ‘A 
Sir Feal. For to mean well is to be honefi, and to-be 
honelt is the Virtue of afriend, and. friend is the delight 
and fuppost of human fociety. 
Sir Geo. You fhall find that 11 difcharge the part ofa 
+ fiend. in what L have undertaken Sir Jealous. 
Cha. But little does he think to whom. [Afide, 
Sir Geo. Therefory Sir, I mutt entveat the prefence of 
yar fair daughter, and the affiftance of your chaplain; 
EB Signior Don Pedro ftriétly enjoined meto fee the mar+ 
riage rites performed gs foon as we thould arrive, to avoid 
the accidental overtures of Venus, x gt 
Sir Feal. Overtures of Venus! 7 
Sir Geo. Ay Sir; that is, Giofelitleleekiog females 
that traverfe the Park and the playhoufe to yin a off their 
°d ware—they peeves n fore 
and watch snd arrival as cave shally as the Kentifth men bie 
* aresstyeiber bnachegreealiiohaasy. 
“Or Fe 8 Nay, I know this Town {warms with them. 
Sir Geo. Ay, and then you know the Spaniards are na~ 
turally amorous, but very conftant the firlt face fixes’ "ems 
‘ pa onic ramble ere he is 
jtied.. 5 : 





2 Sir Geo Powon'thithis yanunlucky turn. What hall 
wife Both gant mci ne wad 


letter. ay 
*Oha, L don't knowhow he fhould. '* fei 
Sir Geo, Humph! True Sir Jealous, he told me fuch a 
thing, but; but, but, but—he, he, he, he—hedid not ima>" 
ine that you would infi upon the very dyys, for, Fors 
ee ei you Knows is is seepons returning.by fea, 
ap, an, an, an— 
Cha Zounds! fay we have bog it in commodities. 
(Afide to Sir Geo. 
Sir Geo. ‘And fo, Sir, eGasdeate it in merchandife,to- » 
fugars, fpices, lemons, and fo forth, which fhall be 
0 on with all expeditipn: in the mean-time 
‘of my bond far performance; 
vbr Sa en tmacnougt irs a lease with the coun, 
of your name, 
; tet Pi PI Peper ‘your word, and iy 934 m) hter this 
“moments Withinthere. [eiasenSermanls Deite Mr. Tack- 
's chaplain, to walk hither. 

- [Baie 
. Lbxit. 


ir Feal. (Geatlomen, 1 tora 

© Cha. Wondrous well! let me embrace thee. 
* Sir ‘Geo. Egad thatdive thoniand crowpe had likevwo 
have ruined the plot. 

Cha, ue that's oversasnda6 Uiastomeltiouee se vaste 
xubs.imour way-———— 

Sir Geo. Srenumigenaaresero oer ; 
comes. 








sei a Mates eo 





4 Cha. Oh! that T cow'd difcaver myfelF hey! Mutew 
Sir Geo. EEA corey Oey you had better traft” _ 
* to his ob! ( Afide. 
tg a Did you ever fee fuchile perverfe fut? Off, 
well, pray help me a little, 

Madam, and do not difoblige your father, 
oa han pended a bufband worthy of you, one that will 
love you equ! with his foul, and one that you will lovey 

Ponce you know him. 
Tfab. Obs! never, never! 
Could 1 fufpect that-falfehood in my heart 
I would this moment tear it from my breait 
+ And ftraight prefent him with the treach'rous part. ~ 
© Ghd, “Oh! my charmiug faithful dear!” 
«Sir Feal. Falichoog! why,who the devil are you tm love 
with? Don't provokeme, for by St. Iago 1 ihall beat. you, 
shoufewife. 
Cha. Heaven forbid! for fhall infallibly difeorer: mae 
felf if he thould. 2 
Sir Geo. Have patience Madam, and look at hiss why 
will ye prepofiefs yourfelf againft a man that is maiter of 
all the charms you would defire in a hafband? . 
‘© Sir Feale Ay, look at him Habinda. Ne 5 vind 
‘adelante. " 
Cha, “ My heart bleeds to-fe¢ her whom Dima 
“+ gined would with joy réceive me. hora obligue me 
vitetbra Peaege famano.?.  * _ " 
Sir Foal. pulling up her bead. Holdw; ead; hold 
ep peek huilyyand look at him. Tr thorea pepe 
“hundfomig, better haped, fellow in England, ye jade Eaavbnt 
f Hat fee, 9 the obitinate baggage (huts her eyess by St. 
ito beat ‘emout. [ Pu/berher down, 
fab. Do then Sir, kilkme, kill me, inflantly 5 A 
«Tis much the kinder aétion of the two, 
Ie Ga, ie fealeaac yen ane tob pationte\ Gre 
4 Gea, re. Give me 
“feave, ici by gene worst eh her Serene 
pole, f * 
“Meanvel, Leis’ 
«) There-is in shat. 
which were 

























? nels . 
Chel A faden joy Fane ny bet like d prs 
*¢ pitious omen”? » [Afide. 
Sir Gea. Come Madam, do blindly caft your life 
a juit in the moment you would with to fave it. 

» Pray ceafe your trouble: Sirs Lhave no withbut « 
fudden death to free me from this hated Spaniard. Lf you 
archi inno im wha fay: ny ear event 
another youth whom Llove with the fame {trength of paf- 
fion that I hate this Diego, with mae Sr Srgadiaig itd 
ey ee ee 

i” Geo, Suppofe this Spaniard, wl 
< Seeaeee ae meee 
. Sir Geo, Would, ou not blame your ath reflec ind 
curfe your pon et wncicaealact a Radia? R , 
Lab. On Charles! eat 
# and colleéted every wandering fenfe r 
‘Tet me fly into his arms. | (Riles 
Sir Geo. Hold, hold, hold. ‘Sdeath! Madam, you'll 
: Babinetto. 
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ue tears in mine to think of thy Shae tu 

Weepis. 

ef hh, do not weep Sir! your tears are tikes fa 

nard to m\ foul. Do with me what you pleafe; I am all 
obedienses * 

Sir Feal. lia! then thou art my child again. 

Sir Geo. Tisdone, and now friend the day?s thy own, 

Cha. The happictt of my life if nothing intervene, 

Sir Jeal. And wilt thou love him? 

Tab will endeavour it Sir. 

< Enter Servant, 

Serv. Sir, here is Mr. 'Tackum. 

Sir Feal. Shew him into the parlour.—Senhor tome 
vind {Ucipora ; cette momento les junta les manos. 

1 [Gives her to Charles, 

Cha. “ Oh tranfport !—Senhor, yo la recibo como fe 
“deve un teforo tan grande.” “Oh! my joy, aty life, my 
** foul!” [Enbrace. 

dab. “ My faithful everlafting comfort y ” 

Sir Feal. Now, Mr. Meanwell, let's to the parfon 

Who by his art will join this pair for life, 
‘Make me the happiett father, her the happieft wife, [Exwat, 

Scene changes to the flreet before Sir Jzavovs’s door. 

Enter Mareror falur. 

Mar. T have hunted all over the Town for Charles, tt 
cann’t find him, and by Whifper’s fcouting at the end of 
the ftreet I fufpeét he mutt be in the houle again. Tam 
informed too that he has borrowed a Spanith habit out of 

7 the playhoufe: what can it mean? 
Enter a Servant of Sir Jearows’s to him out of the houfe. 
Hark’e Sir, do you belong tothis houfe? 
\ Serv, Yes Sir. 
Mir. [n't your name Richard? 
» Serv. No Sir, Thomas. 
Mar. Ob, ay, Thomar—=Well Thomas, there's a filling 


bac ten Thank 
Mar. feo Tire canyou tell iftherebe a gentleman 

| imitina i 
is tre Te We Spanth geen withinsht jo. 





tb Sir. 
OMe Areal easel : 


S¥ BODY. 


Serv. tha fare he {peaks no Englith thaT hear of, i 
Mar. Then that cann’t be hin I want, for’tis an Eng 
lith gentleman that 1 inquire after; hemay be Le 
‘a Bpaniard for ought I know. 

Sern. Ha! who knows but this may bewh impoltar? 

I'll inform my matter, for if he thould be Sep upon 
he'll beat usallround. [ Afde.] Pray come in Sir, avid fee 
if this be the perfon you inquire Laie e- 4 

Mar. Ay, 1'llfolloco you—Now [Exéunt, 

Scene changes to the iy cA boufe. * 2 

. Enter Marriot and Servant. ¢ 

Serv, Sir, pleafe to flay here, D’ilfend my mafler to you. 






Exit. « 


‘Mar. So, thiswasa good contrivance. If this be Charles 
now, he will wonder how I found hn out. 4 
Emer Servant and Sir Jeawous. 
Sir Feal. What is your carnelt bufinefs blockhead! tliat, 
you mult fpeak with me before the ceremony’s paft? Ha! 
+ aho’s this? 
Sere. an this gentlem: 
man in a anit habit he fa 
* Sir “Fe In a Spanifh habit! *tis fome friend of Signior 
Don Diego’s I warrant. Sir, your fervant. 
© Mar. Your fervant Sir. 





Sir, wants another gentle~ 


Sir Feal. Ifuppofe you would fpeak with Signior Ba- , 


binetto. 

Mar. Sir! 

Sir Feal. I fay, I fuppofe you would fpeak with Signior 
Babinetto. 


Mar. Eley day! whirthe devil docs bothysagietiite, © 


I don’t underftand you. ie 
Sir Feal. Don't you underftand Spanith Sir? | 
Mar, Not 1 indeed. Sir. 
Sir Feal. I thought you ee Sie Babin. 
Mar. Not Lupon ti 


Engli ciety vat 
“Her, Neier Sig nt 1 Ticboct thing, 
r PRG AES Pols 38 kc doohcatba cord ale 
want 


tone, 
Mar. Nay, nothing at all, not I Sir, Peet 1 
T wer€ aut; he hegins to exalt hit voice; tibekeee 
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- Sir sept atta tye ae ialcee 
Sota ha! 


v tSere. sai Se wahted a getleman nj Spanith 


whe 
are ay, but his name is neither Babinetto.nor < 
Meanwell. 
Sir Feal. Whe is his name then firrah ? Ha! now Hook 
at you agajn, L believe you are the rogue that threatened 
me with half-a-dezen Myrmidons——— 
Mart Me Sir! I never faw your face in all my life before. 
Sir Feal, Speak Sir, who is it you look for? or, or—+ 
Mar. A terrible old dog!—Why Sir, only an honeft 
youn; g flow of my acquaintance—I thought that here 
might be a ball, and that he might have been here in maf- 
qucrade. "Tis Chases, Sir Francis Gripe’s fon, becaufe 1 
now he us’d tocome hither fometimes. 
Sir Feal. Did he fo? ——not that 1 know of, I’m fare. 
” Pray Heav'n that this be Don Diego—If I thould be 
trick’d now—Ha! my heart mifgives me plagyl y——- 
Within there! ftop the marriage ‘Run firvah, call all 
my fervants! I'll be fatisfied that this is Signior Redes’ 's 
fon ere he has my daughter. 
Mar. Ha! Sir George! what have I done now? 
Enter Sir Geouce witha drawn fvord between the feengs. 
Sir Geo. Ha! Marplot here—oh the uolucky dog— 
‘What's the matter Sir Jealous? 
Sir Jeal. Nay, I don't know the matter Mr, Meanwell. 
Mar. Upon my foul Sir George 
[Going up to Sir George. 
Sir Feal. Nay then, I’m betray'd, ruin’d, undone. 
‘Thieves, traitors, rogues ! [Ofereto so in.] Stop the mar- 
wiage Lfay>— | 
Sir Geo, I fay go on Mr. Tackum.—Nay, no enterio; 
« Rheres I guard this pallage old gentleman: the aét an 
= were both your own, and I'll fee’em fign’d, or die 
te 


Si abi A poronties 7a gud deed! Fal ony knock 
‘ en aad 
Fije 














+4 





jee peda 












Sir Feal. ‘on you, : 
cs € Beats 
‘Sir Geo, Ay, there your vengeance is due. Hiyf bat 
Mar. Why, what do you best mnefor? Ina ft magy’d 
. 


your daughter. . 
Sir Feal. Rafcals! why don't you knock him down? 


Serv, We are afraid of his fword Sir; if you'll take 





that from him we'll knock him down prefently. 


Enter Cuanves and Isaninpa. soe 

Sir Feal, Scize her then. a= =p" 

Cha: Rafcals! retire; the’s my wife}-touch her if you 
dare; T'll make dog's meat of you. 

Mar. dy, 27ll make dog's meot of you rafcal. 

Sir, Feal. Ah! downright Englith—Oh, oh, oh, Sh! 

Enter Sir Francis Gaive, Minanna, Parca, Scent- _ 
WELL, and WuisreR. » 

Sir Fran, Tnto the houfe of joy we enter without. 
knocking——Ha! I think *tis the houfe of forrow Sir 
Jealous. 

Sir Feal. Oh, Sir Francis, are you come ? What! was 
this your contrivance, to abufe, trick, and choufeyme out _ 
oftmy child. iN 

Sir Fran, My contrivance! what do you:mean? 

Sir Feat. No, you don't know your fon there ina Spa 
nifh habit! , - 

Sir Fran. How! my fon in a Spanih habit! Sivrah, 
you'll come to be hang’d. Get out of fight ye dog! get 
out of my fight. ~ 

Sir Feal. Ger ont of your fight Sir! get outwith your 
bags. Let’s fee what you'll give him now to maintainmy 
daughter on. 

Sir Fran. Give him! he fhall never be the better for a | 
penny of mine—and you might have look’d after your 
daughter better Sir Jealous. Trick’d quotha! Egad I . 
think you defign’d fo trick met ibutiTooto ye gentlemen, 

T believe I hall trick you both. This lady is my wife do, 
aia Fig piles penne reat to the heirs of 
er body. * \ 

Sir Geo, Lawful ‘by me—I fhall be extreme- 

i rota ea aetna 


ay ples te a < 
Sir Fran, bra haertar eaphectiais: Fes 








ject was of no ufe: does not 
Hicks your nach! ba, haya! a FY 
é ‘ 3 
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. Sir Geo No faith Sir Francis, this lady “has fiven mea 

© edrdial for that. [Taker her by the hand. 

ey ae A Sir, you have nothing to fay to this . 
ys > 

Si? Geg. WNer'you nothing to do with my wife Sir. 

“sirFran. Wile Sit! 

Miran, Ay, really, guardian, ‘tis even fo. Thope you'll 
forgive my fir offence. 

Shr Frau. at, have you chous’d me out of my con- 
fent and your writings then miftrefs, ha? 

Miran, Out of nothing but my own guardian. 

Sir Feale Ha, ha, ba! ‘tis fome comfort at leaft to fee 

» you are overreach’d as well as myfelf, Will you fettle your 
eltatetpon your fon now? . 
Sir Fran. He thal} dtarve fir. 

© > Miran, That IhaVe taken care to prevent. There, Sir, 
Jake the writings of your uncle’s gtate, which have been 
your due thefe three years, [Gives Charles poperes 

Cha, I (hall ftudy to deferve this favour. 

Mar, Now, how thedevil could foe get thofe soritings and 
L know nothing of it. 

Sir Fran, What, have yourobb’d metoo Miftrefs! Lega 
Tl make you reftore “em—hufly, I will fo, 

Sir Feal. Take care I don’t make you pay the arrears 
Sir. *Tis well ’tis nb worfe fince "tis no betters Come 
youre man, fecing thou halt outwitted me take her, and 

lefs you both! 

Cha. I hope Sir you'll beftow your blefling too; "tis 





g llLali [Knee 
) Max, Do, Gardy, do. 
» Sir Fran. Confound youll! LBxit. 
* Mar. Mercy upon us how he looks ! 


Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha! ne’er mind his curfes Charles; 
« thou'lt thrive not one jot the worfe for’em. Since this 
»  Rentleman is reconcil'd we are all made happy. 

Sir Feal, L always lov'd precaution, and took care to 
avoid dangers ; infil ea ah wag palt I ever had phi+ 
lofophy to be ealy. 

. Which is the true fign of a great foul. 1 lov'd 
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1s Yi no Hane me ar Loving 


Mar. Ba bores creyy Vind! oe Bi 
garlick. T wonder what on T thal] , 
cuff’d, kick’d, and ee’ in a fervice le i,t 

Sir Feal. 1 have been a little tao familiarwith you as ~ 
things are fallen out; but fince there’s no help sort xo 
mutt forgive me. A] 

far’, E.gad I think fo—but provided that Foube or fo 

familiar for the future. 3 

. Sir Geo, Thou hat been an unlacky TOgueey 
Mar. But very honett. 

Cha, That I'll vouch for, and freely forgive thee. 
Sir Geo. Aud I'll do-you one picce of fervice*more 
Marplot; L'il take care that Sir Sa ae, sepbsrge mater, | 
of your eftate. 

Mar, That will make me as happy as an of you. | 

Patch. Your humble fervant begs leave toremind you 
Madatn. 

* dabe Sir, Unope you'll give meleave to take Patch into 
favour again. 

=. Sir Feah Nay, let your hufband look to thats, I 
done with my care. 

Cha, Her own liberty thall always oblige me. “ Here"s 
# nobody but honefl Whifper and Mrs. Scentwell’to be 
“ provided for now. It thall be left to their choice to 
** marry or keep their fervices. “ 

Whip. “ Nay then 1'll tick to my matter. 

Scent. * Coxcomb! and I prefer my lady before a foot= ¢ 
“ man, 

Sir Feal. “ Hark, T hear the mufick ; the fiddlers Timell 
“a wedding. What fay you young fellows, Will youbave | 
Sa dance? 

Sir Geo. * With all my hearts. call “em ia.” 
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[A Dance} ) 
Sir-Feal. Now letvus-in and refrefh ourfelves hy 
; iglals, in which we'll bury all animofitics: 


Bua diver lei tsetse taavens! tyes 
But (Mill Wbmig that care to Providence above, [Een 








Fors af prop hy ate ecg 
Toe lage when Mf your favour ove befeechety : 
And Epitogwes prove exceution fpeceber, oo 
Yet fure Ip ns Bufy Bodies berey : sit 
And one may Def fince they do co'ry were, * 
Sour criticks time, and breath, and cenfures, waft, 
Wacastatecacatnas: 
“ee Don ilttio'd high tencts preaches, 
yearly focwes Limp in fpeccker; ] 
ling Git would bave a peace for fpitey —— ‘ 
thefe warriours whe fo bravely fghty wer 5 
cope Sa settee ~ ‘ 
t 5 ehcp daira ag Beart, andbreaty + oie 
Old beans, ewbo none, not e'en them/ctwes, can pleafey 
ing—but te tafe 
engage beat, | 
bafy roof fe part ; ya 
hr one’s woills 4, Fata 






